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FOREWORD 


On a certain glowing September day some years ago, I stood 
on the balcony of Paderewski's villa at Morges, waiting for his 
answer. We had just finished luncheon and had talked for more 
than an hour about his memoirs. We discussed it from every 
angle—the getting of them, which was the great object of my 
visit. Even the eternal surpassing beauty of the Mont Blanc 
towering in front of me and the tender loveliness of Lake Geneva 
which lay at my feet, did not fully reach my consciousness at 
that moment of intense waiting. It was Paderewski’s answer 
only that filled my world. 

Would he consent to my plan? Would he let me write the 
fabulous story of his amazing career ? When I first proposed it, 
his quick refusal flashed across the room like lightning—swift 
and sure it struck its deadly blow. " Oh, no, no,” he cried, 
no, it is impossible for me to consider it! I am a pianist, you 
know | not a writer!” 

The facts of his answer were so overwhelmingly true that it 
took me several moments to meet the challenge. “Yes,” I 
could only dully repeat after him, “ you are a pianist, but,” I 
Sa id, suddenly coming back to life, " I am a writer, and I want 
to write this story of yours. I want to write it more than any¬ 
thing I have ever done before.” 

But how ? How can you write my story until I can give it 
to you ? ’ And I remember that Paderewski rose abruptly from 
his chair and putting his hand to his head said, ‘ How can you 
write it when it is all here—here, locked in my head and in my 
heart too ? How can I get it out ? It can only be written. An 
immense task that I have neither the time nor power to cope 
with. I cannot even think of it.” Again he put his hand to his 
head, ‘ It is here, I tell you—all here and I am not a writer. 
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Ah, then I had him, I felt sure, completely cornered, and was 
ready with my answer. " Oh, but that’s very simple—getting 
it out of your head. You are a pianist, true, but you can talk, 
talk inimitably—perhaps better than any one else in the world,” 
I cried, piling up my argument. "You will talk—talk your 
story right out of your head to me. We shall have it first-hand 
then, straight from the original source, the only way to do it. 
It is so simple,” I said carelessly with a gaiety that I by no 
means felt, while Paderewski stared at me in astonishment and 
rebellion. 

“ Yes, it is simple,” I repeated. For a long moment that little 
word hung between us in silent conflict. Then as I held his 
startled gaze, I suddenly saw the astonishment transfigured into 
comprehension—a comprehension that lit his whole being and 
flashed across his face. " Ah,” he said, “ so that’s the way you 
would do it! Talk it out. I see what you mean at last. You 
have turned the tables on me completely. But still you intrigue 
me. It is a clever idea, but it is not practical. How can it be 
done? Tell me.” 

Then I explained that he would talk for hours, for days, for 
weeks, for months if necessary, whenever it suited his pleasure 
and convenience, and it would all be taken down and I then 
would write it. Model it, build it and fashion it out of his very 
words—in its great sequence from the beginning to its glorious 
fulfilment. 

“ And make it sound like me?” he said very naively. 

“ Yes, yes, I will make it sound exactly like you. Just as if 
you were talking. I was an actress, you know, before I 
deserted the stage for literature and I shall impersonate you. I 
shall impersonate you completely; I was not an actress for 
nothing,” I reassured him, pressing my advantage and going 
still further with the argument. 

“ Yes,” he answered bowing with his delightful elegance, “ I 
know that, and I know you have several biographies already to 
your credit, so it is not an experiment to you, but to me, it is 
an enormous experiment, and although you intrigue me, I am 
by no means convinced.' 

" But at least we can try it,” I suggested. If you don't 
like it, we can bum it. There is always a fireplace in some room 
ready for such sacrifice! 
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He was obviously delighted with this by-play, but still just 
a little bewildered—still holding back at this too easy way of 
getting his memories out of his head and at my disposal. 

You tempt me,” he repeated, " yes, you certainly tempt 
me, for I admit I have been trying for twenty years to make up 
my mind about my autobiography. Many publishers and 
writers have urged me—but—but,” and again he laughed as he 
repeated, " I am not a writer. I am a pianist, you know. My 
playing fills my whole life, completely, entirely. I have no time, 
no time. There is so little time left!” I sensed the anguish in 
his words, and at that instant felt the door slowly closing upon 
me. It was now or never I knew. I had sense enough left not 
to contradict him. 

In that instant of my struggle for recovery I happily said the 
vei y thing that proved to be right, when I gave back to him his 
own words, “ Of course there is no time; there’s never any 
time, but even so you might enjoy it, this experiment. Yes, you 
will enjoy it, and it will be good talk you know, wonderfully 
good. It will be like your playing—all life will be in it.” 

" Oh, you are trying to make it easy for me,” he cried, " but 
if will be hard, very hard.” 

For me, yes,” I quickly agreed, “ damnably hard, but for 
you—oh, you will enjoy it!” 

Again he turned his searching, unfathomable gaze upon me, 
but in that gaze I felt a slight returning hope. I snatched at it. 
Victory was in sight. 

" Don’t answer me now, I beg of you. Think about it just a 
minute longer—two minutes, five, ten minutes, what you will. 
Dut he did not even hear me—he was already thinking—staring 
straight ahead, unconscious of my presence. 

I moved quickly through the open window and out on to the 
great balcony, and there I stood waiting. Paderewski—the great 
b-pic figure, so alone, now as always in his world—to write the 
fabulous story that crowned his years; to gather up the rich 
and scattered sheaves, to harvest the full ripe grain that it might 
live again—that was my determination and still my hope. 

In those waiting seconds the vision soared untrammeled and 
aloft, blotting out the everlasting snow-topped mountains and 
the fair land that lay before me. And then the answer came. 
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Paderewski stood beside me on the balcony. Even before he 
spoke I knew the verdict. 

“ Yes,” he said, very quietly, “ the answer is yes. I have 
decided. Yes, we shall try this great experiment of yours. It is 

a good plan; I think it will succeed. We shall see.” 

# # # 

A year later we started the great experiment. At the Carlton 
Hotel in London we began our talks. Slowly and very 
awkwardly (for Paderewski said he was very nervous) the 
conversations started. 

The first hour was difficult in a way that I shall never forget. 
My spirits soared and then crashed dow r n, sometimes to utter 
extinction. But finally, the halting beginning, the words that 
would not come, the dry dead facts that seemed so bare and 
uninteresting, slowly flamed into life. The fires were kindled at 
last. 

After that beginning, we talked endlessly of everything—his 
own life, his father and mother, that pathetic childhood of 
poverty and loneliness, the beginning of the great career, the 
tragic disillusionments, frustrations and delays, the splendid 
figures in that beautiful, romantic world now so vanished in this 
harsh and cruel present—just as it came, just as the spirit moved 
us, we talked. Tender, grim, gay, tragic—it gripped my heart 
for ever. The golden grain was slowly being brought to 
harvest. 

As I look back now I marvel at the courage, the audacity I 
should say, of my daring to think that it would be simple. The 
grain was brought to harvest through tears and sweat, through 
unpredictable delays and despair, through readjustments, 
defeats and disappointments. The enormity and delicacy of the 
task and the length of the journey I had so joyously embarked 
upon, tested all my powers of endurance and faith. Through 
those agonising years of work, and the oasis of extraordinary 
inspiring weeks spent in talk with Paderewski, I ran the gamut. 

But throughout the entire time of creation (the mighty task of 
recreating his life) there was one supreme solace grantee, me, the 
interest and encouragement that came from another great man, 
that mighty solitary figure of the world to-day—George Bernard 
Shaw. He was my friend. Ever since he selected me for the 
leading role in his first production in America of “ The 
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Philanderer,” he had been my good friend. Although he 
deplored “ desertion of the stage ” as he called it, he was always 
keenly interested in my writing and many a rich talk we have 
had on the subject. So it was to Shaw that I inevitably turned 
again and again through the delays and frustrations and the 
unending struggles that attended the writing of the Paderewski 
Memoirs. 

V.'hen I first told him that I was writing them, he was de¬ 
lighted. Ah, that is good news,” he said. " Paderewski has 
had a great life, an unprecedented career really—two careers 
as a matter of fact. Now it is quite possible for a Prime Minister 
to become a pianist, but rarely before, in fact never have I 
known of a pianist becoming a Prime Minister! But people are 
never satisfied. Probably even Paderewski in his secret heart, if 
he told the truth, has always wanted to be a literary man, and 
you, unquestionably, would like to be a pianist! Now I always 
wanted to be a pianist, and yet I never succeeded in playing 
even the simple scale of C Major correctly.” 

Shaw was much amused at this theme, but he was very serious 
about the value of the Memoirs. " It should be packed full of 
valuable musical stuff too. The musicians will all want it but 

1 1S f, big ?? b/ ’ he warned me, “ a very big job. You will have 

trouble with your hero, trouble with everybody, everything_ 

contracts, business, publishers—oh, it is alw’ays so when one 
is dealing with a great artistic personality. Every one wants a 
finger in your pie. Musicians have no sense of time, you know,” 
Shaw went on mischievously, “ and books have to be published 
on time." Prophetic words! But I did not realise how prophetic 
at that instant. In fact it was more than a year later in London 
that I saw Shaw again. 

“ Wh at, not finished yet? Not rid of Paderewski yet?” he 
^aid even before I could speak. " Sit down and tell me what's 
bothering you.” 

L s Paderewski, of course,' I cried. “ It is not one life I 
am writing—it’s a hundred lives in one. There is no end to it. I 
am always finding more jewels to add to his crown, and it must 
* P a ect, you know, I wailed, ' perfect.” I shall never forget 
Shaw’s quick and marvellous answer. 

Oh nonsense, Mary ! Don’t try to grasp the whole world in 

ur two hands. It can’t be done. No one can do it.” And 
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then he continued in what is known as the true Shavian manner, 
“You pay too much attention to your hero. After all he is just 
a pianist! Pay no attention to him; get along and write what 
you want. That’s the only way to write any biography. If you 
listen too long to the subject and what he has to say about him¬ 
self, you will go to your grave still writing! Get on with it, 
Mary. Get on with it.’’ 

And then he would talk and I would find myself gradually 
lifted into another dimension, the dimension of his great mind 
and spirit and the enormous kindness which so filled and over¬ 
flowed his presence. “ Work must always be finished in a 
reasonable time. If it hangs on too long, it will get the best of 
you; it may destroy itself and even you. So get on with it, 
Mary. You’re the boss—get on with it.” 

It was late in October when I returned to London last year 
especially to see Shaw—the great job done! Already the first 
copy had gone to Paderewski with rejoicings that I knew 7 would 
meet his own. And then I went to Shaw with the news that the 
book was really finished at last. I had “ got on with it.” He 
was touchingly delighted. “ Well,” he said, “ that’s good 
news. Paderewski has had a great life; it should be a great 
book. I shall be really interested to see it.” 

“ And to read it?” I asked. 

“ Oh, of course I shall read it,” he answered. “ At least 
some of it. Naturally I cannot read all the books that are written 
and find their way to my desk. If I did I should never do any 
more writing myself! But of course, there are some exceptions,” 
he said, looking at me tauntingly. 

“ I shall put you to the test,” I said, picking up the challenge. 

And so I sent to Shaw the first copy of the Paderewski Memoirs 
just published. I sent the book by messenger to his house that 
very day, and that evening Shaw’s voice came over the tele¬ 
phone with good tidings. I was to come the next day to tea. I 
went and found him in his comfortable fire-lit library over¬ 
looking the Thames. My book lay on his desk, I noticed upon 
entering. He said at once, “ It is only there for show, Mary.” 

“ Of course,” I answered, " I did not expect that you would 
have read it in this short time, but perhaps you might ha ve 
just looked at it,” I suggested. 
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Oh, I have done better than that,” he assured me, “ in 
lact I have really read it!” 

tt j^hat, through ,” I fairly shouted. 

^ str angely enough, I have! It really interested me. I 
* h d it c course, just to look at the pictures, but I went on 
eaclmg. It’s all right, Mary. It is a fine book—and I like it so 
uiv that I am going to write something about it—a tribute— 
.something you can use—or whatever you like.” 

I was too touched—too amazed to try to meet his kindness 
with any words, so he gaily went on talking, and when I left 
bhaw asked me to come again the following week, when he 
would have the something ” ready for me. I left him in a 
. of great re Joicing but equal bewilderment and I tried to 
conjure up what he would write—a recommendation, a letter— 
hich would it be ? At most I hoped for a few lines. 

himt e if f iW W i ng We T ek J W6nt back to hirn - He opened the door 
longhan i -V’ J 1 ^ !*f ntls was a wad of Papers written in 
d Wlth blots and erasures. Here i is 

V p a waving the papers at me. U You won’t like it 

and Paderewski won’t like it T , 1111Ke u > 

concert grand piano quite mercilLty for of^n Ve Rttadsed ^ 

expect me to step out of my rol ' ■ * yOU cannot 

never mind, that doesn’t matter h d, now> you kllow - But 
you.” matter, bit down. I will read it to 


“ But,” I said, pointing to it, " it 
It is a letter, a preface, and you said 
preface for any one.” 

Oh, well,” he said, “ I have.” 


s more than I expected, 
you would never write a 


And then he began to read and I sat quietly as he had bidden 
me Once he interrupted himself by saying with a gleeful laugh 
We can have lots of fun with the music critics. They’ll have 
to come to the defence of that monster, the iron grand piano It 
may start a great argument. I hope so. It will do them good. ” 
When he finally finished reading, a silence fell upon us. I 
really could say nothing to voice my gratitude. A Miracle 
had happened. Shaw turned his kindly, understanding gaze 
upon me for a moment, then rose and gently put the little jewel, 
frT such it will always seem to me) into my hands, and said! 
There it is; it is yours. Do what you like with it.” 

And still I sat silent. I could only feel again the reality of his 
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wise, benign presence; and then quite suddenly, because I 
should have wept if I hadn't spoken, I said just the thing I did 
not intend to say ! “ How shall I use it? What shall I do with 
it, G.B.S. ? I want to do with it exactly what you wish—use it 
as you think best." 

“ Well,” he said, looking at me with a marvellous glint in 
his eye, “ Sell it, and bolt with the money!” 

" Oh." 

" Sit down, Mary, sit down. Well, then, give it away.” 

I could only stare at him. 

' Well, if that doesn't please you, I will tell you what to do, 
the best thing of all —hide it!” 

“Hide it!” I rose up in wrath, “hide this marvellous 
thing?” 

" Well, why not? If you won’t sell it, or give it away, you 
must hide it!” 

‘ ‘ But where ? Where ? ’ ’ 

“ Oh,” he said, “ that’s very simple. I wonder you ask . 
Hide it where no one will find it. Hide it in the pages of the 
foreword that you must write, and then no one will ever see 
it (for no one ever reads a foreword), least of all your hero, 
Paderewski, himself!” 

And so I am hiding it in my foreword, just as I was bidden, 
as I ring up the curtain. And there on the Altar of Friendship 
for these two great men I lay the precious letter. 

And for those who care, and for those who will search—here 
it is. 


M. L. 
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4 Whitehall Court, 
London, 

nth November, 1938. 

Dear Mary Lawton, 

Though you have deserted the stage for literature your 
impersonation of Paderewski in this book of his and yours must 
rank with your greatest achievements as an actress. It has every’ 
quality of a great autobiography. It actually sent me to the 
index of the four volumes of my musical criticisms of 50 years 
ago to see what I had said when Paderewski swooped on Lon¬ 
don and was immediately drawn as an archangel by Burne- 
Jones. I am glad to find that I made no mistake about him: 
he appears in my notices as the greatest pianist of that time, 
and probably of all time. He has forgotten them all except one 
which annoyed him; and therefore he appears in the book, as 
far as I am concerned, as a monster of ingratitude; but I can 
explain that misunderstanding. 

I think it was during Busoni’s last visit to London that he 
invited me to a concert to hear an arrangement of his composi¬ 
tions played on two pianos by himself and Egon Petri. I said 
to him then, “ There is only one thing on earth more damnable 
than one grand piano, and that is two grand pianos.” Busoni 
understood this at once. “ That is true,” he said, " but we 
cannot do without them. ’ ’ 

This had not occurred to anybody when Paderewski arrived 
in London. The louder the music the better people liked it—or 
pretended to like it; for there was a frightful lot of pretence 
about the vogue of classical music in Victorian days. Rubin¬ 
stein, his most famous predecessor, waved his arms furiously 
in the air and pretended to bang the piano like a savage. You 
see, there had been a change in the instrument. The old wooden 
Pianos which made the fame of Broadwoods, and for which 
Beethoven and Chopin composed, had been supplanted by a 
monster called the iron grand, now a steel one. Leschetizsky, 
the greatest teacher of that day, realised that a steel piano needed 
steel fingers to play it. He taught Paderewski a touch undreamt 
°f by Wieck or Kullak, and made him the Stalin of the iron 
P.M, b 
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grand. Paderewski did not know that this was a novelty in 
London. 

In the book he describes Clara Schumann to you as a poor 
old lady who could not play a fortissimo. And indeed she was 
old then and had gouty fingers; but she could still make a simple 
scale beautiful. He says he played Schumann’s fortissimo 
passages fortissimo; but he does not know that the fortissimo 
of the iron monster under his steel fingers, whilst it would have 
drowned ten Clara Schumanns, would have sent Schumann him¬ 
self into the street with his fingers in his ears. My mother’s 
favourite pianist was Thalberg (I never heard him) and next to 
him Halle. Liszt and Rubinstein bridged the change. I never 
heard Liszt; but I heard many players of his school. Rubin¬ 
stein I did hear. He was an extraordinary player, but not to be 
compared to Paderewski in comprehension of the great com¬ 
posers: he played Beethoven like a bear. Paderewski was a 
civilised player who brought fine culture and mental grasp to 
his work: he would have thrown aside the steel monster and 
become a great conductor if a conductor could then have earned 
the revenue of a prince as a great pianist did. 

You have told the tragic story of how he came to hate the 
piano; but the odd part of it is that he seems to think that this 
hatred was pathological: it does not seem to have occurred to 
him that the steel concert grand is a hateful instrument: the 
cardinal fact of which Busoni was aware. Possibly Schnabel 
knows it too; for neither of them cultivated the Leschetizsky 
touch. Perhaps Paderewski has left it behind: I have not heard 
him play this many years. 

The Siegfried who dealt a mortal wound to the steel dragon 
was Arnold Dolmetsch. When he resuscitated the clavichord 
and the viols he made the steel concert grand and the 
Leschetizsky touch unbearable. I taught myself how not to play 
on a Bord Pianette; and though for 40 years past Steinway 
grands, Erard grands, and Borsendorfers have been easily 
within my means I am still content with a cottage Beehstein, 
though I have a new inside put into it every time I quite murder 
it. I also have a clavichord which I cannot play, as its touch 
is too far ahead of Leschetizsky to be handled by me, my own 
touch having been formed (like that of the infant Paderewski, 
by the way) by playing the bass in duets thunderously with my 



Paderewski’s father, sister, and mother. 
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I* ^ know too well what he means when he says that you 
n f COn f a ! ’ an i t not by playing but by working. I have always 
P ayed at the piano, never worked at it. 

■ a ' va ^ second volume with an interest and curiosity that 
ordinary considering my age (I am older than your hero). 

- ln my forties when I studied Paderewski the pianist. Now 
Ja my eighties I want to hear about Paderewski the President. 
,. f n a played the Emperor Concerto the difference between 
P i and all his rivals was that he played it presidentially. So 
P^uch so that it was quite natural for Poland to make him 
resident in 1918 after his great American campaign. We want 
0 ^ now a U about that; for how so great an artist could endure 
v v vii for a single year as he did in 1919 our parliamentaiy 
P° ^ lcs ' which can have suggested nothing to him but cats fight- 
mg ° n the keyboard, is a bit of histoiy that has not yet been 
ropde known to us. 

Enough, dear Maty. 
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Boyhood 


I 

The beginning of my life was quite ordinary. I was bom a 
very long time ago in a little country village in Podolia, a former 
Province of the old Polish Republic, which does not belong any 
more to Poland. The name of the village was Kurylowka. 

It was one of the most beautiful places in existence. I cannot 
tell you enough about the country, the softness and freshness of 
the air, the picturesque, undulating landscape, the soil and the 
richness of that. And the beautiful fruit! The finest orchards I 
have ever seen were in the place where I was bom. Hundreds of 
acres of fruit trees—all kinds of fruit; they were marvellous. It 
was a joy to me, a small boy. I have recollections still concerning 
that delicious fruit—and how, when it was all gathered together 
in store, the fragrance that filled the air was still sometimes 
stronger than the fragrance of the most beautiful flowers. 

Our home was very far from civilisation; w r e were hundreds 
of miles from the primitive railway station, so that all travelling 
(and there was very little travelling then) was done by horse, 
of course. 

When I was three years old, I already showed some dis¬ 
position for music. I was attracted by the piano. I began to 
play with one finger, with one small finger I tried to find the 
melodies—and when I was four, I began then to use all my 
fingers. So after I had attained my fourth year, I possessed 
that much musicianship. 

My father was interested in all this and wanted to give me 
some education in this direction. From the beginning he was 
nvinced tha t I had a great talent, and as he was a man with a 
strong sense of duty and also of really exceptional justice, he 
considered it his duty not to waste a talent which God had 
given. 
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THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

At this time my father was administrator of very large 
estates. His name was John Paderewski—Jan, we rail it in 
Polish. My middle name, too, is Jan; I was named after my 
father. He was very artistic in his tastes and had a feeling for 
all art. He was a painter and a sculptor too, in a modest way. 
For instance, he used to make certain little religious statues for 
the churches. He was, you see, a very pious man, extremely 
pious, and from time to time, when he had some leisure, he 
would make these little statues and quite charming they were 
too. He did it out of his religious feeling, which was very deep. 
He was always busy—always cheerful—always fond of work. 
I can never remember my father as idle. 

My father was a very handsome man too, a strong man. So 
far as I can remember, he was not very exuberant, but he had a 
deep sense of humour and was very conscientious and extremely 
kind to man and beast. 

I think I neglected to tell you he played the violin. He played 
very little, just simple tunes, principally dance music for the 
servants and children to dance to. I did not dance—I have 
never been fond of dancing, nor has my sister either, but when 
other children came to our house, and there was a little fete 
there, he was very fond of contributing to it by playing his 
dance music to add to the gaiety. Otherwise his musical ability 
was far below his gift for sculpture and painting. 

My father was everything to us, father and mother both; he 
was all we had as my mother died soon after my birth. I was 
born November 6, i860, and a few months later the mother, 
whom I was never to know, died. I grew up without a mother. 
My mother’s name was quite unusual—Polixena, and her family 
name was Nowicki. 

There was no woman in our house when we were small except 
my aunt, who came only from time to time to visit us, before my 
father was sent to prison. 

My mother, from what I know, was a very artistic woman. 
She had a fine education. She was the daughter of a professor of 
the university of Wilno, who was an exile himself, because he 
was sent into the interior of Russia by the Russian government 
after the last war for independence against the Russians in '30 
and ’31, and my mother was bom in exile. 

An uncle of my mother was a member of the Cabinet of 
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i oland, and he was murdered, during the last war. Of her 
family there is now no one left. According to those who knew 
ht r she was very musical. Perhaps it was from her that music 
came to me. She was very distinguished in appearance, I have 
always heard, and very gentle. There is a little picture of her 
m i I shall give you later, which reveals a certain charming 
quality, as you will see. 

I started piano by my own intuition. There were no lessons, 
no effort to teach me. With one finger I was always seeking, 
always trying to find the melodies, and then when I was three 
niy first teacher (a violinist alas, and not a pianist) came to 
give me lessons. That was the beginning, and it was during the 
time he was giving me these lessons that my father was taken 
from us and sent to prison. That was the first tremendous 
happening in my life—I was only three years old. 

For many years, as you know, the political condition of 
Poland had been revolutionary and the principal point in the 
revolution (many years before I was bom), in 1817, 1847, and 
i ^ 54 » was the emancipation of the serfs. At that time they were 
attached to the places where they lived; they had no right to 
move and were practically slaves. The Polish nobility, which 
owned the great estates on which these peasants lived, applied 
to tire Russian government repeatedly asking them to free them, 
out the government always refused. It was a revolutionary move 
on their part and they insisted on keeping the poor peasants in 
serfdom, and their dependants. They wanted to create strife 
and discontent between the nobility and the peasants. That was 
their sole object. The government wanted to free them at their 
own time and not then, and it was not until 1861 that they 
Were * by order of the Emperor, made free everywhere. 

My country was always tom with revolution. My first childish 
nowledge of it was revolution, and it was in the revolution of 
1 > that my father was taken to prison. It was very sad and 

^ ei 3 7 terrifying to us, and we cried bitterly together, my sister 
,n m a and I. We could not understand it when our father, 
who was so good, was taken away from us and we were left 
alone. 

revo ^ u ti° n of 1863 brought disaster to my father and all 
is house. Like every one belonging to the same class of small 
nobility, my father took part—not actively—but he was always 
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encouraging his friends to participate, and naturally he was 
arrested and put into prison. He remained there for more than 
a year. 

It was this revolution of ’63 and ’64 which ruined many 
thousands of people in Poland. Many were executed or sent to 
Siberia; their properties were confiscated and given away to 
Russian functionaries, to those, for instance, who had dis¬ 
covered that they had been guilty of some intrigue or some 
participation in the propaganda against the Russian govern¬ 
ment. My father supported all that. Whatever he could do he 
did, except that he could not take an active part in the fighting, 
for that was against his nature. 

I still remember very well what happened the day they came 
to take him away. Suddenly the house was surrounded by 
Cossacks, and nobody was permitted to leave before a thorough 
search was accomplished. There was a large company of the 
Cossacks, perhaps 150 on horseback. They seemed very big 
and terrifying to a small boy. They completely encircled our 
house, and proceeded with the search. I was frightened, of 
course, and could not realise then what was going on, and I 
wanted to know, to understand; so I approached a Cossack very 
timidly and asked him about my father, because he was the 
most important tiling in our lives. I was rather badly received, 
with the knout! 

That incident was of great importance in my young life—my 
first contact with the Russian authorities. They were searching 
our house to find forbidden things—papers and propaganda and 
so on. Of course I had no idea who they were—I was only 
interested in the fate of my father. He was very dear to us— 
there was a tremendous bond. 

When the Cossacks first surrounded the house I felt that 
something terrible was going to happen, but when they entered 
the house, then I knew that it was for my father they had come. 
I realised the danger. So I ran again to the tallest of the Cos¬ 
sacks, frightened as I was, and cried, “ What is happening to 
my father ?” But he never answered or even looked at me. But 
I insisted and I kept on asking, as a child will, what had hap¬ 
pened—why they were taking my father away, and if he would 
soon be back again. And then, the tall Cossack laughed, threw 
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back his head and again gave me several very heavy strokes 

with the knout. 

This first contact with the Russian authorities affected me 
very deeply—it will always affect me. First of all it was very 
painful, it cut my flesh, but I also considered it a supreme insult 
—in the pride of boyhood, not quite four years old ! It worn id d 
my spirit. 

During the imprisonment of my father, of course we could 
not stay alone—so our good aunt, who was living at a distance 
of a hundred miles or more, came to take us away and we stayed 
with her while our father was in prison. Even after his release, 
we remained with our aunt because he had to look for new 
work, some other occupation. So during the time of his being 
in prison and out of work, we stayed on in that littl* villi ige 
under the tuition of our aunt. She was my father s sister an I 
remember gratefully how veiy kind she was to us. And she was 
always sickly, I remember that too, but in spite of it she watched 
over us carefully and became our mother for the time being. 

I think I told you that my first teacher was a violinist. My 
father had engaged him before he was sent to prison, as there 
was no music teacher within reasonable distance. The only one 
available was a violin player and that violinist gave me my first 
rudiments of piano playing. Being a violinist, naturally he 
knew nothing about the piano. But he was a nice and very 
conscientious old man, and said that although he could not really 
give me any instruction in piano music (and evidently I was 
talented for the piano) I could play quite well enough, he 
thought, for duets. So duets with my sister were the main object 
of his lessons. Poor man ! He worked very hard with us, beat¬ 
ing time faithfully at the side of the piano with his thin old 
hands. 

Now, young as I was, I soon realised that he could do nothing 
for me, he could not teach me how to play. So I used to play 
by myself, improvising. That suited me quite well for I want d 
to play—I was always playing, but I did not want to study. 
Like every child, my love for music was not so strong then as 
to make me want to work. So the old violin teacher pleased me 
Ve ry well at that time. 

My' father, of course, thought all was well, poor man! He 
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had done his duty by supplying a teacher and that brought him 
happiness in his exile. 

i ^ t ,, OUI stay my aunt ' * learnt reading and writing 
ut 1 lt _ a y do not know how. It must have come quite nat- 
ur . Iy’ I fbink, for 1 do not remember ever learning to read or 
“• ; e started with a French governess, and while she was 
there 1 ! eamt to read by myself in Polish, and then, I think by 
some miracle, I learnt Russian too. I could write by the time 
1 was our, because in 1864 I began writing letters to my father 
in pnson, but they were not very interesting letters, I’m afraid 
—just a child’s letters—and brought little comfort to him. I 
remember the first one I wrote him—it was a great effort. It 
was all about my cousin Florian and his beautiful green boots. 
It is a tradition among the Polish people to wear with their 
Polish costumes very gay boots of different colours, yellow, 
green, red, etc. Florian, who was a year older than I, got a 
pair of these splendid boots which he displayed on every possible 
occasion, to the envy of all his playmates. They seemed magnif¬ 
icent to me and I was so impressed that my first letter to mv 
father was full of news of the green boots—I could write of 
nothing else. Now, your natural conclusion is that I was envious 
—that I wanted a pair myself, and that my father perhaps 
alter reading my letter would send me the money. But, as a 
mater of fact, that was not the case. I remember very dis¬ 
tinctly and for the very good reason that I have never envied 
any one. No, I have never known envy in my life, believe me 
But this is not a virtue; it is perhaps some lack in my own 
make-up. It is very curious, but it was always so from the 
beginning. When, later in my student days, for instance cer¬ 
tain boys reached very good results in their studies which made 
them a little bit prominent, I, too, was delighted and rejoiced 
with teem. Then I would say to myself, I am glad, yes, very 
glad, but how is it that I do not envy them their success ?" And 
1 would thin . about it a little, and realise that perhaps I, too, 
could accomplish certain fine results in the future—even more 
brilliant than theirs. I felt convinced of this and these convic¬ 
tion;- acted as a spur to my ambitions even as a child_and 

helped later in building my career. 

After a year or more of imprisonment, my father was set free 
and this is of interest because it came about in a most reimrk- 
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Abk Wa y- The peasants from the surrounding villages want in 

F! " ^ numbers to tee prison and asked the authorities to release 

him. 

ou know the peasantry of that country were called 
Athenians. The upper class—the owners of the estates, tee 
a ministrators, physicians, and teachers—all were Polish. 

ere was a very harmonious life between the two classes, until 
he Russian government tried to wipe out every vestige of former 
nile in that province and to create hostility between the two. 
hhit in spite of this constant trouble-making, the peasants were 
'•Xtrernely devoted to my father and they obtained his release 
by their loyalty and insistence. 

My father, as I think I have already said, had a deep sense 
’ f humour, but he had something much more valuable too— 
e was a very equitable, just man. His position was a respon- 
Mile one because he had practically to rule an enormous tract 
^ ailf h and he had under him thousands of people. So he must 
have been an extremely just and good administrator of all that 
multitude of servants, because after he was thrown into prison, 
teo , e po 0r peasants went in an immense crowed to the head¬ 
quarters of the district, and demanded his release. I like to 
remember that he inspired such loyalty. And he continued 
Practising that equity throughout his whole life. His justice 
uever failed even in the smallest incident, as you will see when 
r tell you the following story. 

Although I was always attracted to the piano as a child, I 
Was even more attracted by nature. I loved to climb trees. A 
regular boy. I liked to climb trees for the fruits. Fruit was 
always a passion with me. I remember once when I hung myself 
0n a ^ee, because I ruined my only good clothes—and new 
etothes came rarely in our family. We could not afford teem, 
the day of my tragedy I had on the beautiful new clothes which 
my .father had just bought me, at great sacrifice, including a 
Particularly beautiful little vest, and after putting them on the 
rst thing I did, boylike, was to climb a tall pear tree filled with 
unexpected spikes, in pursuit of a most magnificent pear with 
t ° sy> luscious cheeks, hanging at the very top of that perilous 
. ree - 1 forgot everything until I slipped—slipped and completely 
• 11 my new s ^ rt ail( t beautiful vest, and hung there by the 
° ir caught by one of the sharp spikes of the tree. There I 
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hung crying for help. The spike saved me, but it destroyed my 

clothes. The new coat was in rags. The beautiful vest was 

ruined. 

Euc I was not punished by my father, not at all; and now 
comes the point of this story, and something to note. He sent 
tor meat once, and I was led in weeping and terribly frightened 
I felt that a great punishment was in store for me. But to my 
surprise he said very quietly, “ Well, Ignace, this is a very 
unfortunate accident you have had—very, and you have been 
V; ry careless and very selfish. You have ruined your beautiful 
new clothes the clothes that have cost so much to buy, and that 
I have taken so much trouble to get for you.” By this time I 
was crying more than ever and expecting the punishment at 
once. I stood waiting my doom. “ But I am not going to 
punish you,” my father continued. “ No. But you will have 
to wait a long time before you get another suit. That will be 
your punishment—that will be punishment enough. I shall not 

add to it.” And then he turned and went out of the room. Ah, 

this made a deep impression on me then. I was overwhelmed 
with emotions I was too young to analyse. But I did realise 
then what the serfs realised about my father—that his sense of 
justice never failed. 

The petition of the serfs eventually had the desired effect 
upon the authorities and my father was released from prison. 
But we did not see him for some months after that. Everything 
was upset then throughout the Province. The property he had 
inanaged was in receivership. The owners had left, and my 
father had to look for another position. What a discouragement 
that must have been for him. But he finally got a new post in 
Sudylkow. It was a little township of only about 2000 popu¬ 
lation, of which 1800 were Jews. 

It was a sad place to live in, very sad—but one gets accus¬ 
tomed to everything. Our house stood on a small hill, over¬ 
looking a little pond and a large Jewish cemetery. It was 
frightful—just a few steps from the cemetery. Our house 
overlooked that at a distance of only a hundred yards. When 
we moved there I was only seven years old and very impression¬ 
able, and at least twice a week I had to see from our little 
garden the funerals of those poor Jews and hear the laments. 

It was terrible. 
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tt was the custom among the Jewish people to go to the 
cemetery and pray by the graves of the departed ones. In 
Jewish funerals the women never take part, only the men. 
hese funerals were always accompanied by laments. After the 
uneral began the long hours of crying. The sound of it was like 
a great wail rising up into the air. I remember the agonising 
Picture it made on my childish mind. 

There was no bier, no coffin. The body was simply wrapped 
111 a large black cloth and one saw it carried thus on the 
shoulders of the bearers to the grave. The sight was awful; it 
was very sinister and terrible. Then they buried the body and 
went home, and a few hours later the women came and began 
thrir laments over the grave. They prayed and prayed and 
from time to time cried out, even shouted, with such an 
expression of pain, of agony! It was really distressing and it 
went on for hours. Their wails still linger in my ears. 

Yes, all the year round we had to see those Jewish funerals. 
It was an ugly place to live in. But at that time conditions were 
such that new houses could not be built. It was almost a state 
01 War still in Poland. My father was always trying to get 
another house, but it was not possible. Whenever he applied 
f or a house, some reason was given to prevent him from having 
d. And so we had to stay on there and spent several years in 
tiiat depressing place. Every detail of it is stamped on my 
nieinory for ever. 

When I was a very little boy I was very boisterous and full 
temperament and vigour, always ready for any mischief. 

I his lasted for a few years only, because when I was seven, I 
became rather sickly. I was melancholy and always thinking 
about death, and was afraid of being buried alive. I do not 
know what happened, but I think the Jewish cemetery and 
constant funerals really affected me deeply. All my boyhood 
Wa s under the influence of that ugly neighbourhood. 

Every Friday in the summer, the whole masculine population 
yi- the Jews came to bathe in the pond opposite our house— 
bdodreds of them. They just took off their clothes and went into 
Wa ter. What a sight—those bathing Jews! It was impos- 
Mbi e to have a guest in our house on Friday during the summer. 

You ask me about the Jewish priests with their long black 
r ° bes dragging on the ground, the strange little round hats thev 
P.M. ,, 
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wear and the curls hanging down on either side of their faces. 
Well, first let me tell you that costume and the curls do not 
apply to the priests alone, all the Jews in Poland dress like that. 
They have long beards, long clothes, and long curls. They have 
been exactly the same for eight hundred years in Poland, be¬ 
cause the first Jews who came into Poland, you must know, 
came during the first Crusades, and they obtained privileges, 
and even advantages over the native population in Poland. They 
still preserve their customs and their costumes too. They always 
remain the same. And this reminds me of a rather amusing 
incident which developed into an unexpected situation for my 
father. 

Every Jewish community, wherever it may be, considers the 
Rabbi as their leader, not only in religious matters, but in 
politics too. They settle all their misunderstandings through the 
Rabbi, but their Rabbi must be a very highly respected and 
perfectly reliable man. Now, the Rabbi in the tGwn where we 
lived was not, shall we say, up to the mark ! Though he was a 
very nice man, the Jewish people had no confidence in him, so 
whenever there was a dispute, a quarrel, a little conflict, as there 
always was among the Jews, they came to my father en masse 
and he had to be the judge. So he became practically the Jewish 
judge of that neighbourhood and they all loved him; he was 
most popular among the Jewish people. 

His sense of justice and his absolute integrity were such that 
in many cases the Jews came to him with their little quarrels 
instead of going to the Rabbi. In such cases there were always 
plenty of witnesses, sometimes 200 or 300 Jews surrounding our 
house, and 30 or 40 more waiting for my father’s verdict, inside 
the house. He always gave his opinion in a satisfactory way for 
all. He was not only extremely just, but also had plenty of tact. 
Tact is the foundation of diplomacy, and my father became 
practically the Rabbi of that neighbourhood, and it was really 
an amusing situation when you come to think of it. Whatever 
he did was absolutely right in the eyes of the Jews. I remember 
one particular instance of this. There were in this place a tailor 
and a shoemaker, both of whom were devoted to mv father. 
The tailor was a good man—punctual and reliable, but the shoe¬ 
maker (who was really a genius as a shoemaker) was a frightful 
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drunkard. That happens very rarely with the Jews, because 
usually they are sober men. 

t*y sister and I were always running about the fields and in 
e Sr ea t forests, so we were always out of shoes, and it was 
necessary every few months to have new ones. The good shoe- 
1 ! Was ca ^ e d upon to provide us with strong, new shoes 

' frequently. One morning when we were practically bare- 
°°t' °ur father sent for him in great haste and asked him to 
niake us some new shoes very' quickly. The shoemaker promised 
®d took the measurements, but the days passed and the shoes 
vvere not delivered, as the good shoemaker was on a grand spree 
*.nd drunk all the time. 

Aiti r many weeks of delay and excuses he finally brought 
e na, but, alas, they were useless—so badly made that they fell 
o pieces immediately and my sister and I found ourselves at 
ie beginning of winter still without shoes. 

My father was so upset and deeply indignant that after one 
°°k at the shoes, he himself went without a moment’s delay, 
called upon the shoemaker, and gave him then and there, 
Mthout any explanations or conversations, a few corrections 
not ver bal but with a whip)—a good, sound thrashing, just like 
a gocd father. He thrashed the shoemaker well. The poor man 
and wailed, but my father paid no heed to that. 

-the neighbours, at the sound of crying, had gathered round 
^ aiaker s house, but my father enjoyed such tremendous 
Popularity and authority that they did not pay the slightest 
1 tention to the lamentations of the shoemaker. They only 
j bed and shouted at him in a chorus, “ It serves you right, 
ecause you are a drunkard, and a disgrace to the community.” 

fhen they came in a body to our house and shook hands 
ith my father and thanked him heartily for what he had done. 

J he one real enjoyment in that dreary place was in the sum- 
€ r w ben I could climb the trees, especially the fruit trees. It 
ri^T such a Pleasure, especially to pick the fruits which were 
a * >e enough, and then sometimes to climb so high to the top of 
a th 6 - aS t0 ^ cras brng down with a broken branch ! That was 
T ^brill for a small boy. An experience—an adventure, and 
1 ha d so few. 

was a ver y lonely boy. My surroundings were so sad and 
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impressed me to such an extent that I became a very melancholy 
child. I was the only boy in the family—I had no playmates 
and my sister was my only companion. We amused ourselves 
as best we could, but there were not very many resources for 
amusement under such circumstances. We were very lonely 
children. ) 

And now I want to tell you a little about my sister. She was 
two years older than I. She was also of sad disposition, and I 
think she was just as affected as I was by that dreary neigh¬ 
bourhood—the Jewish funerals and the laments. She was 
musical and played rather well, but she was not very ambitious. 
Ambition develops with age, of course, and later on she became 
more serious, but I had the ambition of the family then. We 
played together, duets, but we played only when the teacher 
was there, otherwise we had no desire to sit down and play by 
ourselves. My sister Antonina was very fond of crying, I recall, 
a privilege of her sex ! She was devoted to me and watched over 
me in her way like a little mother. 

When I was a small boy I was a great friend of horses, and 
I had a favourite horse when I was about seven years old. He 
was my only real companion. I used to ride that horse without 
a saddle. We were very good friends, and I felt towards him 
as though he were my brother. I loved him very much. And 
whenever I got any sweets, some particular delicacy, I never 
failed to go at once to iny horse to partake of that little feast 
with him. On one occasion he was in the meadow (it was a feast 
day in the family) and I had received quite an extra number 
of delicious little cakes, and hurried to share them with my dear 
horse. I saved a generous share for him. He ran quickly to¬ 
wards me and ate greedily, profusely, from my hand, and then 
suddenly, without warning, wheeled about quickly and kicked 
me in the stomach with his hind legs, so terribly that I fell down 
as dead and remained unconscious for hours. And there they 
found me, the family, after a long search—lying in the meadow 
still unconscious. 

And why did my horse do that? Yes, why? I have asked 
myself that question many times because that horse loved me, 
and was my friend. I cannot feel that he did it purposely. But 
I have watched many horses since then and have come regret¬ 
fully to the conclusion that the horse is a very stupid—an 
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unreasoning-—animal. The old saying that a dog bites the hand 
at feeds it—one can argue it this way and that, there is no 
satisfactory answer. 

iii any rate, I lost faith in my horse then; I never went to 
again with little cakes in my hand and affection in my heart, 
ost a comrade—that is a hard thing for a small boy. 
do not like talking about myself, but you have made it easy 
nr me too easy. You do not conform to that, I see. So be it, 
if I decide to talk on about the happenings of my youth, 
® rny existence altogether, it is with the view of its being per- 
a Ps of interest and even of use to some one else. 

Now there are a great many people in this world who are 
. ru Sgling constantly, students especially, aspiring to some 
1 ea l* striving to satisfy their ambition, and who are handi¬ 
capped in their striving, and constantly defeated in their efforts. 

xnow well what such discouragements mean, for I have had 
fdifficulties in my life, beginning from my earliest child- 
lG °d. As early as my fourth year, when we were thrown from 
0ne Place to another, no home, no security, no father or mother 
evf j. n - A s a child I sensed that life was hard, and I know, as 
j as m ost, the despair that can beset the human heart. 

, *L t I s m >' feeling that perhaps these difficulties which I have 
a 1° overcome in my work, this little story of my own poverty 
and strife, may stimulate and even help some one in that vast, 

always increasing army of young struggles. And so we shall 
go on. 

But first let us turn back for a moment, for I want to speak 
?^ ut something that happened while my father was in prison, 
nch was of great importance to me, for it brought about the 
vent then of a new teacher. 


II 

*'ly first instructor, the violinist, had accomplished nothing, 
f. . m y aunt, who was a kind and just woman, felt that some- 
’,mg should be done about a proper teacher, for me especially, 
We were a * fi er house. 

Now, coming to that important event, there was, at a distance 
some fifty miles, an old gentleman who was reputed to be a 
°Pa-fide musician. He was the brother of a very well-known 
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musician, Albert Sowinski, who lived in Paris and had quite a 
reputation there. The name of my new teacher was Peter Sow¬ 
inski. They came of a musical family. He was also the uncle 
of a Polish poet of some distinction. And so his entrance into 
my life certainly seemed a step forward. My aunt asked him to 
come and give lessons to my sister and myself and for two years 
he came every week and always stayed a day or two. But these 
lessons proved not very important after all, because he was not 
a real piano teacher, but was just a poor musician who was 
giving lessons to the children of the nobility. Just to let us play 
four-handed—my sister and myself—all the arrangements of 
opera, etc., was all he expected while he sat by the piano listen¬ 
ing. So, after all, he proved to be no better than the violinist. 
It was my fate ! 

Well, naturally, I did not profit much from his instruction, 
but those lessons continued nevertheless for several years, even 
after father came out of prison, but now only once a month 
when our teacher came and remained five or six days. He still 
continued to teach us to play arrangements for four hands, 
always duets. That is as far as we ever went. It was then the 
fashion to play duets, because music at that time was considered 
by the majority of people as a recreation, not as an art. 

We had a wretched piano. An old piano made in Vienna by 
Graff. It was an old small piano with a very weak tone and 
hoarse in sound and scratchy. However, that was the best we 
could have then. 

I preferred always to improvise rather than practise. I did 
not know how to practise. My first teacher, the violin player 
Runowski, knew nothing about the technique of the piano. 
Sowinski, who succeeded him, was not very well acquainted 
either with piano technique, so he could not teach me anything. 
One was as bad as the other. So, unfortunately, all that time 
was absolutely lost. 

We knew operas by Donizetti and Rossini. We played " II 
Barbiere,” “ Norma,” and “ Lucia di Lammermoor,” but 
always four-handed, my sister and I, and I always played the 
bass. I did not object to this minor role at all and rather enjoyed 
that basic education, which was perhaps my budding sense of 
courtesy—to give first place to a lady. At any rate, let us hope 
so. My sister Antonina was then about eight years old. She 
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always played the treble, and I, as you know, the bass, and 
sometimes our performances were very exciting, especially when 
we fought each other with our elbows, which we generally did 
very vigorously, accompanied by sudden little kicks as well. 
n fact our duet playing was very often more acrobatic than 
musical. 

I ve already said my sister was very talented for music, but 
s he lacked ambition, whereas I think I may say that I had a 
Je d ambition to become an artist. I, perhaps, did not realise 
*f then, but there was already working in me some inner force. 
I was sure that I would attain something, and it must be said 
now that my true object—my great object—already, at the age 
of seven, was to be useful to my own country, which was then, 
as you know, partitioned, having no existence of her own and 
Ver y oppressed. My great hope was to become somebody, and 
s o to help Poland. That was over and above all my artistic 
aspirations. I was always ready and planning to fight for 
Poland, and my sister and I were always playing soldier when 
we were not playing duets! I was born a patriot. Even from 
My sixth year my head was filled with dreams and hopes for 
f oland. I longed to go forth and liberate my country. As 
children, Antonina and I played “ soldier ” nearly every day. 
% Part was, I must say, the most interesting one, for I, of 
course, was the warrior and rode the horse—the charger on 
which I set forth to victory. The steed was represented by a 
Jong stick on which my sister arranged a bag stuffed with all 
kinds of things to represent the horse's head, even the ears. My 
costume too, the Polish uniform, was made by my sister of 
white and red paper with a red square cap. The crowning glory, 
the sword, was a piece of wood cut with my jack-knife. On this 
splendid charger I rode all over the house pretending to fight a 
battle. And my patriotism was always encouraged by my father 
and my teachers. There were no protests to our playing soldier 
jn the house. Patriotism and music marched hand in hand. My 
hfe began like that. 

Put in spite of our deficient teacher, I was always at the piano 
and so my poor father did not realise that I was really learning 
nothing. How could he? He trusted the teacher. He thought 
mat his duty was performed when he found a teacher, and he 
bad faith in him. In the meantime, my only real musical en- 
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joyment was just to sit down to the piano and improvise, which 
I did constantly. 

It was while I was studying with Sowinski that my father 
made a large book full of music paper, and then before I had 
written one single note, there was already a title beautifully 
written by him: “ Compositions of Ignace Paderewski ”—all 
done with the most beautiful flowing lines and scrolls, in the 
fashion of the day. 

Vt ell, the book was filled after a certain time with my m usica l 
compositions—my first little pieces, and my father was so proud. 
But what interested me most when I started composing was that 
the calligraphic part of the composition should be beautiful, that 
it should look beautiful. Sound, I did not attach much impor¬ 
tance to, then. 

I did not write music instinctively. I did it by comparison 
when looking at the piano music which I played myself. I 
followed the way it was printed, if you understand what I mean. 

Somehow, through the long years, that book has disappeared 
—it would be interesting to see it now, I think. 

My father realised keenly then the great necessity of our being 
educated, and first of all we had a governess who taught us 
French. Her knowledge of other subjects was not very exten¬ 
sive; she only gave us quite a good accent in French. That was 
her one duty. Finally, we had a real tutor, and in the person of 
a former Polish refugee. He fled to France after the disastrous 
war of 1830-31. After a long stay in Paris he was pardoned and 
came back to Poland, and it was then he started as a tutor to 
children. My father asked him to undertake the education of 
my sister and myself, which he did for several years. He was a 
very highly educated man. His name was Michael Babianski. 

Mr. Michael Babianski came in 1868. He had been recom¬ 
mended to my father as a very successful and experienced 
teacher. With him I had regular lessons in grammar, both in 
Polish and French, in mathematics, geography, history and so 
on, just according to my needs and age. He devoted all his 
time and all his heart to our early education, especially to mine, 
and I learnt a very great deal from him. He concentrated on 
me. His French was perfect and his knowledge of various sub¬ 
jects was very considerable. He remained with as until his 
death. He was very attached to me, and a great believer in my 
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as a . musician. I also got from him a great knowledge 

_, oush history and he confirmed in me my ardent patriotism 

, e * e< ^ it continually. He was in entire sympathy with me and 
' mlerstood my childish ideas about things, my patriotism 
, on fc T ing to help my country. In that way, he always en¬ 
couraged me. It is a fact that I owe to him a great deal of my 
t, in °tc feelings, my aspirations. He fostered them continually. 

p was a very old man when he died, and he died under my 
father’s roof. 

There is, in this connection, a fact which I think I should now 
It 1 ;i° n - When I was ten years old, I read the description of 
e battle of Griiwald, which was fought in 1410 against the 
nights of the Cross (the Germans) and which was a tremen- 
° Us victory for the Poles. I conceived then the idea that as 
e year iqio would be the 500th anniversary of that victory 
°w wonderful it would be if I, at that time, could erect a monu- 
nxnt for that great anniversary. I thought of that during the 
w ole of my life. Years later I realised this dream. In igio I 
tA\e that monument to the City of Cracow. But that story 
comes later. 

all °’ ^ never talked about it with any one. I kept that dream 
C' * to myself until 1908, when I found the sculptor to execute 
n e monument. It came as a surprise even to those who were 
carest to me, for I can rarely talk about things before they 
nppen. Early in life, as a small child, I learnt to keep every- 
m I n f to myself. Even now I cannot talk about things close to 
y heart—I cannot. It is a feeling I have—a superstition, never 
0 speak about anything that I intend doing, 
in if 1 am far a ^ ea( f °f my story. Although Babianski did so 
j j." 1 f° r my education, my piano progress was absolutely nil. 

ld not get even the first rudiments of piano technique. It was 
«K lge< ^ y * And I was just beginning to realise it myself. I was 
h about ten years old. I tried to play, but I did not know 
Drl f * ^ad absolutely no knowledge of fingering—the correct 
J‘“ on °f the hands. But, fortunately, I had that so-called 
Co 0rn technique. I could play anything—not perfectly, of 
Co Urse ' but I could overcome certain technical difficulties with 
upamtive ease, because, as I have already said, it was inborn 

na natural. 

i j a boy I was very much interested in poetry too, and I 
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learnt some of our great poems without any effort. It was noth¬ 
ing to me to learn by heart three or four pages of poetry, but 
I had no musical memory then. I had absolutely no musical 
memory until I was fifteen or sixteen. It was not strange, be¬ 
cause I did not like to concentrate on music. I did not receive 
any kind of serious musical education as a child, and what was 
given me in the form of pretended education bored me terribly. 
I had no interest for this playing of chords, basses, etc. , in 
operatic arrangements. The eternal duets ! 

The only enjoyment I could find was in improvising, and that 
does not mean an effort of memory. In connection with that 
lack of musical memory, it is very curious that I had, for in¬ 
stance, a great memory for figures. When I was a small boy I 
could multiply four figures by four figures in my mind with 
great ease. My want of memory as a musician then was a great 
drawback to me. My first memory for music was absolutely 
aural. I could remember those things that I had heard. My 
memory for poetry and figures was visual. I could remember 
easily the things that I saw. I had only those two kinds of 
memory then, but the third memory, which is for a m usi ci a n 
the principal one, the surest of all, his automatic memory, that 
was lacking then. That third memory I did not have until much 
later. It developed with time, and when I learned how to play. 

When a boy I could not concentrate except on things which 
I liked, which interested me. At that time my father was fond 
of chess, and I had to play it with him. In a village, very far 
from cultured people, there was often nobody else. It was not 
every day that we could have guests. It was a long journey of 
many hours to reach our house, and the roads were often im¬ 
passable for horses. Sometimes we were so stuck in mud, 
especially in the spring, that we had to ask for oxen to pull the 
carriage out. 

So I often played chess with my father; and I acquired such 
technique that I could easily play two or three games at once 
from memory, without the chess board. Now I would not re¬ 
member one single figure. I could play chess when a boy of 
ten and play the game from another room without even seeing 
the pieces, dictating my moves. I could play two games of chess 
simultaneously, but at that time I could not memorise music 
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'*t h- I do not know how to account for this, except that I had 
emotion for music then, but no memory. 

One of the remarkable things at that period, as I have already 
mentioned, was that I learnt Russian. Nobcdy taught me, but 
I learnt Russian well enough to read the newspapers. At that 
timo no Polish newspaper was permitted. The only postal 
station was about 25 kilometres away and the roads were almost 
impassable in winter, and so it was only once a week that we 
received our mail. 

It was then I began to read the newspaper—and I became the 
official reader for the family. About this time my life began to 
have new interests. A great change came in our surroundings 
an d this event happened when I was about eight years old. My 
father married again in 1867, and I acquired a stepmother. He 
had married into a large family, it seems. There were many 
brothers and sisters, and life suddenly became quite different, 
because then many people came to our house—we were con¬ 
stantly surrounded by people, after being entirely alone for so 
man y years. This change affected me deeply in various ways. I 
vvas then in the midst of a large family, my stepmother’s family, 
an d I had to adjust myself to it. You see my father hired a 
small house near ours for my stepmother’s family and they 
v ‘’ Id often come in the evening for news and social intercourse, 
an d generally stayed for meals, and these new relatives became 
a of our daily life. They were poor and my father supported 

e m all, and our household took on new ways—it changed 
completely. 

My stepmother was very kind, a good woman, and especially 
T*? me » she was very sweet, but she did not make herself so 
k Pular with my sister. She was not at all artistic or musical, 
"be liked me because I was rather a nice boy, I suppose, 
ext .**' n to ° * was a b°y- She was very good to me, and many 
a su gar plums came my way, and very good little cakes. 
th t n 1 was a child I was very fond of cakes. I still am ! Rut 
and > WaS a * ways faction between my stepmother and my sister, 
whii T WaS the unhap Py part of m y childhood with my sister that 
th e 6 f was °n the best of terms with my stepmother, it was just 
co u ~ with her. There were constant quarrels and of 
dift plen ty of cause for tears, while with me it was quite 
rent, which added to my unhappiness. Sometimes I had 
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very earnest discussions with my stepmother about my sister, 
because she was not always right, in fact neither of them was, 
and even as a small boy I was always trying to bring about 
harmony between them, and sometimes I almost succeeded— 
then peace for a day or two—and then, all the little quarrels 
began over again. I could not reconcile them no matter how 
hard I tried. This conflict lasted until the very last moment of 
my sister's stay at home. They were always opposed to each 
other, temperamentally I think, and there was no help for it. 

Aside from my father and stepmother the majority of the 
guests of the family were very old people. I was always, as a 
child, with older people. Besides my father, my stepmother 
and my sister, there were also my tutor, Mr. Babianski, my 
stepmother’s father, my grandfather, and there was too, my 
music teacher, Mr. Sowinski. Those four gentlemen represented 
about 300 years ! The youngest of them was 78 years old. My 
companions! 

My father at this time was suffering greatly with his eyes— 
he was menaced with blindness. He could not read at all. It 
was then that he would ask me to read or play for him. He 
would lie on the sofa and listen to the music and I would play, 
in the dark, the old cracked piano—sometimes for several hours. 
But I enjoyed myself then, for I loved to improvise. My sister 
never took part in these improvisations. She was reading or 
amusing herself in other ways, or sometimes quarrelling 
violently with the stepmother, which she also enjoyed. And so 
I served my father and that community of old men. During the 
long winter evenings I sat there in the dim candlelight, reading 
aloud to them. This went on for hours every night. But it was 
really very interesting, very touching. These old men drinking 
in the news as I read it to them. It was always very exciting 
when the weekly newspapers came to the house. Then they all 
crowded eagerly around me. They could not read a word of 
Russian, and had to depend upon me. They could hardly wait 
for me to begin. 

So I was the reader and I read whatever I liked ! At that time 
Polish newspapers were extremely rare, and in our district they 
were absolutely forbidden because the government wanted to 
completely Russianise the whole countiy, to wipe out the traces 
of the ancient Polish culture altogether. So we had to receive 
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the nevVa ^ lrou &li the Russian newspapers. Well, I read them 
nev ^ s > and according to the content of the news I sometimes 
Therfy ^ a i us * *° P^ ease them, to make them happy, 
rati ^ Use ^ to rea -d the new books just published, novels of 
^r good writers, but mostly historical. There was always 
enthusiasm for these historical novels, particularly and 
^ Pecially tales from the war, because most of the old men had 
p nf Napoleonic war of 1812 and still talked about it. Their 
, con tributed enormously to my patriotism and intense desire 
o be of some use to my country. 

, 1 here were two generations of revolutionaries in our house— 
- t °ld tutor, Babianski, and my own father. Then from the 
neighbourhood came a number of people who had been par- 
oned through some influence or other, and w r ho had returned 
r oru Siberia or from exile. All this exercised an enormous 
n uence upon my childish mind. No wonder there was for 
^ an d still is, in me, that preference for patriotic activity 
u fc r than for anything else. That is always above everything. 
I was as eager for the war news as they 


were— 


iyi uir.' vvcn a,a ur,^ vv 

Russian newspapers were a great excitement to me too 
ut there came a moment when the readings brought a little 
P 1 a very serious one—into the family. It was during the 
ra nco-Pru S sian v 7 ar. I had among my listeners people who 
en rer nembercd seeing Napoleon. All of them were born in 
e fcl £hteenth century. My grandfather remembered perfectly 
e the Napoleonic wars. My tutor also remembered them. He 
^ as til' imbued with the Napoleonic spirit, having spent thirty 
p ars ln France. The rest of the company was absolutely pro- 
q 1 ' ric h. France had not done any harm to Poland, whilst the 
c rmans < the Russians, and the Austrians had all mutilated our 
i 1 • ’ an< ^ so naturally a F our sympathy was always on the 

C . fe . 0 the French during that war. 
p y little tragedy happened shortly after the declaration of the 
Y^nco-Prussian war j n 1870. My father, as I’ve said, became 
r tad W *^ 1 e y es . an d the doctor absolutely forbade him to 
°Ver tr * e< ^ V6ry t0 rema)n d u i e t> t> u t the excitement 
inp* r ^ 6 War was intense. He wanted news of what was happen- 
that eVery ° ne wan ted news. Newspapers were the one thing 
Y pattered, and my father sent the long distance to the neigh- 
ln g village to fetch them one, sometimes twice a week, and 
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I was the reader. There were many listeners and all were very 
anxious for news of the French. There was one important per¬ 
son who always came—a Jewish barber by the name of Schmid, 
ae was assistant doctor too. He made hot compresses for my 
father s eyes and fulfilled the duties of nurse. A good, kind 
man. And so he too always attended the readings, and with 
the others waited for good news of the Franco-Prussian war. 

Vyell, I would glance at the papers quickly first—and I saw 
only the most frightful news, the disastrous events of the battle¬ 
field. There was no good news to be found anywhere for these 
poor old men. What was I to do ? I had not the courage to 
read them what was really happening. I felt that it would break 
their hearts, they were keyed up to such a pitch of excitement 
and anxiety about the war. There was only one thing to do, I 
decided. I would read just the opposite of what was really in 
the newspapers. I made up my mind quickly, and I must con¬ 
fess I did not have the slightest hesitation. I turned all the bad 
news into good! No, I could not do it now. I probably could 
not have done it then if I had been a little older. But then, I 
just improvised, I made a little plan, a little story, and instead 
of reading what really happened-—I sent all the French vic¬ 
torious to the Rhine! And then there was such enthusiasm! 
Such happiness ! They shouted with delight at the news. Why. 
on one occasion when I located the French already at Cologne 
(which was just the opposite from the truth) my father sent to 
the cellar for a bottle of the finest old wine, and together they 
drank the health of the victors. These old people were act uall y 
crying with emotion and, well, I was delighted—delighted with 
what I had done. 

I continued the readings for several weeks. I did not know 
how it would end, but I hoped for the best. I had some slight 
hesitation when I started, I confess, but I soon got accustomed 
to my improvisations, and it was a great pleasure to me. And 
there was another incentive, and excitement, too, the overcom¬ 
ing of a difficulty—a technical difficulty, because it was, after 
all, no easy matter to transpose a Russian newspaper into Polish 
at sight. Russian was not my language and I had to translate 
very quickly as I read, without showing the slightest hesitation 
So it became a kind of sport—a stunt. Of course, I saw the 
tragedy too, coming nearer and nearer. I was safe for a time. 
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lor we had n • tt. 

away T' nei ®nbours an d the nearest place was many miles 
truth v i j Fea * War news was n °t brought in, but I knew the 

Mv f°l a PP ear s °oner or later, and it did ! 
town t SUddenly became much better and went to the 
at th t°H See ^ ie doctor. There was nothing more terrible for me 
kiievTh me ‘ban that visit of my poor father to his physician. I 
Myself e . ( W Q ° uld d^n hear everything. I was caught. I said to 
the n— Something serious is going to happen.” So I took all 
greatp erS * rom which I had read such brilliant news of the 
read i l nc b victories, and put them into my own little room 
fronTh^ k urn * n the oven, and then I waited. My father returned 
me't 1S V1Sd *° the doctor looking very serious. He sent for 
diffi 0nce - I had never seen him so agitated. He found it 
are th * CVen *° s P ea k- At last he said, “ Well, Ignace, where 
new t news P a P ers from which you have read such wonderful 
to nf ° U ' i should like to see them for myself. Bring them 
j-^ e ’ i humed from the room only too glad to go. I gathered 
Tl ^n T P qu * c idy> and put them into the oven and burned them, 
the 1 Earned to my father. It was a strange scene. My tutor, 

around grajld father, and the little Jewish barber were gathered 
like th ther. He was very angry. I had never seen him 

ing to 5 T- " b as lied to us, that boy,” he said, point- 
j . • ** Lied ! He has read us things that were not so. 
Wh y 6 / 0 co , me i rom the doctor and he has told me the truth. 
f u j p ; Thank God, I can now read again of the wonder- 
s ta re ^ enC ^ Stories,’ the doctor laughed at me.” The old men 
l au , ' * m y father, who became more excited. " Yes, he 
you 6 at m e and said, ' What is the matter with you? Are 
then It i ^ French victories are you talking about?' And 
glorio - ^ b° w every evening my boy had read to us the 
s °metV neWS * n newspapers. ‘ Glorious news; why, that is 
0 Ppo* n n ^L b- ntastic. There is no glorious news ! It is just the 
ev ervwi happened ! The French are beaten everywhere — 
Were -1 1 i ‘ 1 told him he was mistaken, that the French 

frie n d 1 dy at Cologne, the doctor said, ‘ You are crazy, my 
The D ’^ razy ■ You are making of yourself a laughing-stock.’ ” 
at m v f"; d rnen were stunned at all this. They simply stared 
me. M . / T ’ sP^chless, and then they turned and looked at 
V Wh ?V 1 ar ^ seeme d to fall right down through my body. 

■ve you to say for yourself ?” my father shouted. 
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“ What about all these lies you have told us?” "I did not 
lie,” I cried, " I did not lie. I only read what I hoped—what 
you wanted.” Then my father said, “ No more arguing. You 
deserve a good punishment.” And then and there he gave me 
a few hard whacks. It was really very painful. I was over¬ 
whelmed. 

At that moment the good little Jewish barber intervened. 
“ No, no, he cried, “ do not punish that boy. It is true he has 
made a laughing-stock of you, of us all, but he meant no harm. 
He tried to please us, the poor child, and I shall suffer with the 
rest,’ he went on, because I have been all over the district 
telling the great news and now everywhere I shall be considered 
a liar ! I shall suffer more than anybody in this house. But that 
boy of yours—he is a good boy. He is such a clever boy. I beg 
of you to pardon him. If I had a boy like that I should put him 
on a pedestal. He has a brain, that son of yours.” It was a 
crucial moment! He was a good friend of mine, the little Jewish 
barber, and he saved the day. My father forgave me, and so 
did they all in the end. 

My motive was to make them happy. That has always been 
a very important motive in my life—to make other people 
happy, sometimes at a dreadful cost. It began very early, for 
I cannot stand a sad expression on some one's face—I cannot. 
I wish to see every one happy, smiling, and enjoying himself. 

So the incident was closed. There was no more reading aloud 
for a time. 

It was my father’s great pleasure in the evening after his work 
when he could call upon me and say, “ Well, now improvise 
something, my child.” It seemed he never had enough of my 
playing. He realised, I believe, even then that I was something 
apart. He felt that. It was an intuition with him; although he 
had no musical education himself, he understood it. He felt 
that I was going to be an artist. He realised that I had a future, 
a line in life, to follow. It comes to me now how often these 
thoughts and hopes must have filled his mind, and how he 
worked and dreame d in his own way, to help me and accomplish 
this. A talent God had given could not be wasted. Such was 
his simple faith in destiny. 

I used to improvise for hours for my father—it soothed him 
and brought him a kind of peace, and sometimes when he was 
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thought hiit^n n ^ rea ^ P a ^ n ' he would fall asleep, or so I 
and cry “ vtru Ir !. men * I stopped playing, he would start up 
“ do y ? u sto P, "By do you stop? Go on.” 

ing fo. 7 ”“ d say * ‘ you are already asleep and I am play- 

more r n * n an hour.’ Oh, well, just a few minutes 
my child, go on.” 

cert in a ou t this period, my sister and I took part in a con- 
perhar , , n ''hbcurhood—a little place where there were 

great event ^ v b’ m dred P eo P le » hut we considered it a very 
I wa Yes ' a httle charity concert, and our very first, 
formed VS dlen —^ was in '72- Just we two children per- 
rather rn wer f known then in the neighbourhood as being 
a charih' U 1 ^ ohildren, and some one who wanted to organise 
No j conce rt asked my father to let us play, 
lightened aS 'n? t nferv °us at that age when playing, I was never 
bility. / { * b%bt came later through the sense of responsi- 

ELUdience* th™ concer fi we were well received by the 

sweets as ^ a PPfauded loudly and we were given some 
that sam« ^ ^ ien iater on (before leaving for Warsaw 

myself f . J PNyed two or three concerts more, quite by 
duets thi> r S1S , ter sat in the audience. There were no more 
°f these r me ’ ^ was fhe soloist. One extraordinary feature 
P r °gramm 0nCer ^ was that after I had finished my so-called 
held a t* ' i m ° ne ^ audience, as a great test, came and 
without ca • ° Ve f keyboard, completely hiding the keys, and 
And for dl<m * Played again. That was a great effect! 

There y* ? ra concer t I actually received some pay! 
tration an? ^ & concert at ZasIa w, the city of the Adminis- 
° ne in a tim l S f, C ° nd concert 111 another district, Ostrog. This 
these conr, h dlat heId only some fifty people. But in both 
y ou see an 7u tOWel test wa . s re P ea ted. The news had spread. 
My fatp , f had become quite famous through it. 
from h ur COuld not g° with me, but as it was a little distance 
father a CC om ^ ? tor ' Mr ‘ Babianski, and my stepmother’s 
an( i excit d l mied me * These two old men were greatly moved 
Were quite my ** c P u bkc appearances. My programmes 
to rempu f ’ as you imagine, and not very long. I 
1, for j d T f ^bat, for lack of pieces, I improvised a good 
th at time T p not have access to any musical compositions at 
P.M. ne w only a few things myself. I played some little 

D 
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arrangements from operas that I knew. We were so far away 
from cities and artistic centres that we did not even have a 
musical library. I played pieces by Kalkbrenner and Tedesco, 
a musician who was enjoying some reputation then, and last of 
all—the Carnival of Venice. What was the effect on the people, 
you ask. Well, they liked it very much. Of course, they could 
not expect great things from a boy of twelve, and then you 
know their musical ideas were not very high. I think I was 
quite serious about it all and glad to play, but I was not so 
very much excited. I had absolutely no sense of responsibility 
then. Playing was second nature to me. 

I was already attracting the attention of certain people, im¬ 
portant people, too, in our district. There was one very wealthy 
family, the family of Count Chodkiewicz, friends of my father’s, 
who insisted on taking me at this time to Kieff for a few weeks’ 
visit. I was looked upon then as a very talented boy—a promis¬ 
ing musician. So they decided to take me to Kieff where I could 
hear some music. You must realise that I had never heard any 
concerts at that age, nor any music really. I had never heard 
an orchestra, a pianist, violinist, or even a singer. So this was 
a great adventure—my first. At Kieff I heard my first concert. 
They took me to the opera, too, and I even saw some very great 
artists performing dramas and first among them all was Adelaide 
Ristori, an Italian. She was a very famous actress and I had 
a tremendous impression of her. She thrilled me. Her voice 
was another kind of music to my ears. 

An interesting thing comes to my mind now in my memory 7 
of Madame Ristori. Twenty-five years later when I was playing 
at a great concert in Rome, at the Royal Palace, I again saw 
this amazing artist, then a very old woman. It was after the 
concert at a soiree that I saw Ristori sitting in a great chair just 
as I first saw her—years before, as a small boy. She was still 
magnificent. An air of grandeur still enveloped her like a mantle 
and her noble voice was still music to my ears. 

During the visit in Kieff another friend of my father’s, Baron 
Horoch, came across my path. He was administrator of a large 
forest belonging to the family of Count Chodkiewicz. Baron 
Horoch was also interested in me and anxious to help. To them 
I was then a land of musical prodigy. You must remember that 
in those days people lived very far away from each other—our 
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But 1 f ¥sjry muc h dispersed and we saw them rarely, 
occao; r0m m r e 10 *“ ne * &e y came to our house and on such 
then ft 1 *V>* adler alwa ys Blade me play for them. So it was 
one r f ' became interested in my musical future, and it was 

, § '2d friends, this same Baron Horoch, whom my 

| ad asked to bring me home from Kieff. 

sleii ^ Urne y hack was a very eventful one. We went by 
; n y. ’ f 1 course, and on the journey there happened a serious 
wer e « vklc h m, sht have been fatal. On our way home we 
0Ur „ . attacke d by a great pack of wolves and we had to defend 
dee 6 VCS quickly : ** was at mght, very late at night, in deep, 
s j e j , Snow an d bitterly cold. I was asleep in the bottom of the 
of i ’ "T a BP e< ^ i n a great fur robe. There was still a distance 
jj OU 20 to go from where we were then, to my father’s 

a => rii aron horoch had two sleighs, which was the custom, 
W a , °^ e tor the luggage and a big sleigh for the travellers, 
friehf parted late and I fell asleep at once. Suddenly I was 
w as ^. Ci and awakened by the shrill crying of wolves. There 
them a l r aS ^ Can remem bcr, not a very great distance between 
w ere te *— th . at hlU1 ^- shrieking pack. The horses, I recall, 
scented y frightened—they were trembling all over. They 
did. ^ the w °tves first. They realised the danger before we 

%ht • ' thing I noticed when I awakened was several small 
of thf- S a 1 tp ' Rowing little lights shining in the night—the eyes 
W ° ves i fi the darkness. I did not know how far away 
was b r, f ° r 1 was J ust awake—and bewildered. The night 
snow h COl - d and Vfcry frost > T — 1 all about us the deep, white 
Bar an __B°thing to be seen but the glowing eyes of the wolves, 
one *»?’ ’ -° ch had a Sun with him, of course, but what was 
sleieh n a ^ ain st a. pack of wolves? The coachman of the first 
the wof q !! ickly ‘ We must have a fire. That will frighten 
he h- V j mus t make a fire. There is nothing else to do,” 
lug ° ted - We must burn the other sleigh.” So all the 
Was set r S n qmCkl y t rans P°rted into the big sleigh and the other 
sleigh “T* once - The fire took very quickly because the 
Quieted tb s traw. It blazed up like a great torch and 

realise d nghtfcned horses for a few moments, but, as we all 

of perh * ” vvas °^y for a few moments. Luckily, at a distance 
P’ a hundred yards there were enormous heaps of straw 
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still in the fields, left from the harvest. It was extremely for¬ 
tunate for us—that straw saved our lives. The fire kept the 
wolves at bay. It frightened them as fire always does. But we 
thought of only one thing. The burning sleigh would last only 
a few minutes, a quarter of an hour perhaps—after that? So 
we left the burning sleigh and ran for the straw—all of us. 
There were six or seven of these tremendous heaps and when 
the coachman saw them he shouted, “ God be thanked ! Thank 
God, we are saved! ’ ’ Then Baron Horoch ordered them to be 
burned, one after the other. The great fires were started. It 
took a long, long time—hours, to bum them all. But it saved 
us. The moment we set fire to that straw there was perfect quiet. 
We no longer heard the crying of the wolves or saw the shining 
little lights of their eyes in the darkness. The horses were quiet 
again. They, too, knew that we were safe. 

Of course, in the morning many sleighs appeared and we went 
on with the journey home. We arrived late in the afternoon and 
the first thing I saw were candles alight in the big room. This 
did not surprise me because I already knew that something was 
going to happen in my father’s house. I felt this the day before 
I left Kieff. I was very restless. I said to myself, " Something 
happens now in our home. There will be a great change when 
we return.” I could not sleep that night. I have always had a 
certain sensitiveness or intuition which made me foresee and 
expect things, especially death. So when I saw the candles 
burning, I knew that what I felt had happened. For there in 
the big room lay the body of my grandfather. He had died the 
day before. 

I have had several such experiences. I often had them as a 
child. Now I use more logic. Perhaps I am not as wise as I 
used to be, because now I apply logic to my intuition, and logic 
and intuition do not go hand in hand. 


II 


Student Days In Warsaw 

I 

War* ^ me my father began to speak of sending me to 
cal erf W *°- C° ns ervatory. He wanted me to have a real musi- 
Count'rif 1011 -’ rea ^ se d at last the need of it. The interest of 
Very "°dkiewicz had made an impression, and my father had 
di SCu Senous Noughts about it, and there was a great deal of 
hold 1° i;:;cause ft was an important thing in our little house- 
my s t° aUn< k * ne f° r th in the Conservatory. I do not remember 
m e bcc^™ 0 ^ 01 ^ S feelings a t that time; I think she was glad for 
in th { !u: rea hy loved me very much, but she had no voice 

as the C^ ^ Was n< ft mus ’ ca l—she was a good hausfrau, 
filled be e ^ ans s . ay - She was absorbed in her children—they 
feeline c tv, 1 6 ^ ' s hard to remember after all these years my 

course T ^ remem b er that I was a little afraid. Of 

Ve ry murh nn *- v . a sma H boy and the great unknown had not 
my f arr !x, S a h' ac h° n for me then. I was going away, to leave 
I bad i- 1 an< ^ ever ything I was accustomed to and the life that 
Fort ?’ an ft * was frightened—a little, 
nected a C Y ^ or our Plan, a railway was being built that con- 
idea thaTh V1 ^ age w fth Warsaw, and that gave my father the 
°n the fit A real] y lake me there at last. And so we went 
People tv 1 ln ft la f was organised. There were no cars for the 
h"ain we * 11 were on ly cars for merchandise. And on that little 
tory there- ^ arsaw an< l m y father put me in the Conserva- 

years old Fea * ft ( g ^ nn ^ ng °f m y musical life. I was twelve 

Tile DireSTf rVatoiy - I was immediately and kindly received, 
was a fj 1 ' VH . S a rema rkable man. His name was Kontski. He 
^ ar saw ne A Vi °fi n ftf and the founder of that Conservatory in 
When h Ver y s frong, striking personality. 

poke to me, he looked straight into my eyes; he had 
5i 
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such piercing eyes. But I understood his look at once and was 
not surprised when he said, " We'll take this boy immediately, 
without any examination.” You see, I had withstood that look 
I faced him. We understood each other from the beginning. 
And so I was received at the Conservatory and my father was 
so happy. He decided to look for a piano for me. He looked in 
several places, but the pianos were all too expensive. Then some¬ 
body mentioned the name of Kerntopf, the famous piano- 
maker, and we went there at once. 

The factory, shop, and living quarters occupied a tremendous 
floor of some twenty or more rooms in a very ancient house, 
fhe owner, old Mr. Kerntopf, was a very sympathetic and 
lovable man. He received us so kindly and said, “ Yes, I have 
several pianos here, but I don’t know whether they will meet 
your approval, they are rather expensive.” He felt, of course, 
that we were not rich people, and he made a very low price, to 
which my father finally agreed. He wanted to buy that piano 
at once but while we were talking, suddenly the eldest son, 
Edward Kerntopf, came in. He looked at me keenly and listened 
to my playing. My playing was, as could have been expected, 
very incorrect, but still there must have been something in it, 
some expression that pleased him, for he said immediately to 
my father, “ What do you want to do with your boy ?” 

My father replied quickly and so proudly, “ Oh, he has just 
been accepted for the Conservatory without even an examina¬ 
tion!' He was very proud, you see, of the fact that I was not 
examined, that the reception was so cordial. He was very 
pleased about it, for I had justified his own opinion. So he said 
to Kerntopf, “ This piano is for my boy here.” 

" Nonsense,” said young Kerntopf, “ you don’t want to buy 
a piano; it would be worthless after a year. I will give him a 
piano to practise on and for nothing.” Ah! That was love at 
first sight, real friendship. 

And from that moment began Edward Kemtopf’s interest in 
me. In that instant he befriended me as a small boy and until 
the day of his death he never failed in his devotion. At that 
moment, so many years ago, when I was left alone he came to 
the rescue. He was my good Fate. 

My father was greatly touched by this kindness. He talked 
freely to them and said, I do not know quite where to put my 
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young Y° Uld to find a family to leave him with—he is so 
my fathpr °v 1 d perhaps give me some advice.” I stood by 
little frieht IS | mng *° this an d very anxious—I was still a 
rescue ened ’ ^ ou see - Again Edward Kerntopf came to the 
* * ok i 

aheadv i * ^ ve j lere witil our family,” he said. “ We are 
feren< ° C ^ l dren * n the family. One more will make no dif- 
you wkh° r »y OU Can pay a tr ® e *° my m °fl ler just for the food if 
“ Leav * 1 USC We are no * r^h-” Well, that was charming. 
ca n p ra +f° Ur k° y l iere an d then he will have a piano too. He 
nothin t * '- n ai ?^ Pi an o—there are plenty here. It will cost us 
M\' f tp nd ** w *h n °t cos t y° u anything either.” 
good ar 61 WaS over i°y e d, of course, and very grateful for that 
So I rang ® men t. It took a great weight from his heart, 
that da V dlere ‘ * returned with my father to the hotel 
then he 1 ft** ^ nex * morn ing he took me to the Kemtopfs’ and 
my fat 6 i ~ that was Pathetic, that final moment when 

s he saw\* t me an d sa ^ good-bye ! I cried aloud. And when 
fat, but h a 1 °'- d ^ rs ‘ kerntopf came to me. She was terribly 
mediatelv t , d a heart even larger than her body, for she im- 
s aid I wo lr! me *° ^ ia ^ heart and tried to console me. She 
time, he U n °^ ^ so muc h my father's departure after a little 
already . ^my would be very kind to me and loved me 

my studi an ^ proved. I stayed with them until I finished 
It Wag eS the Conservatory. 

me. I u a ' fate. Life suddenly became very different for 
Pletely midst of a huge family and everything was com- 

Kernt. .p * r* no longer had a little room to myself at the 
there wemV ^ WaS pU * ^ nto a Perfectly enormous room where 
dormitory \ ot the Kerntopf boys sleeping. It was a sort of 
before Amf hnmense room, I had never seen anything like it 
°ne had - r+were five of us in that great place, every 
and his ljW T 6 spa( ; e f° r himself for his books (if he had any) 
for writ;, t longings, and there was a table, a kind of desk 
No ttyf’ 1 re member. 

humble b e t WaS n ° carpet on the floor; it was very plain and 
candle ij ” !i was ver y comfortable. I no longer dressed by 
lamp s . TE r there were already in Warsaw lamps, petrol 
Used to h r Was no P* ail o in that big room that we lived in. I 
Ve t° go into other rooms in the warehouse to practise. 
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i.nd according to the circumstances I played on different pianos 

whatever piano happened not to be in use. Whenever a client 
came, of course, I had to run away from that piano and go to 
the other end of the warehouse and look for one that I could 
practise on. 

You know it was such an immense house—I cannot seem to 
give you any idea of its size as we talk. It was a whole floor of 
a tremendous building—some twenty or more rooms—and 
always in some part of the place there were piano workmen 
labouring. In fact, we were all mixed up together, piano work¬ 
men and the good Kerntopf family. 

Th cy became my family too. Our relations were very happy 
with one exception—one of the boys. That was not quite so har¬ 
monious at first. He was four years older than I, and from the 
beginning always tried to show his superiority. He corrected 
me, for instance, on my Polish. He very often used slang— 
and I had been fed on poetry and the best literature, and I knew 
my language much better than he. But I came from the Pro¬ 
vinces, and he lived in the capital, Warsaw. So he simply had 
to show the country boy the superiority of the city young gentle¬ 
man. So we quarrelled very often and sometimes violently. But 
finally everything adjusted itself because—he fell in love and 
alas! could not express himself. So he begged me to write for 
him his first love letter! There must be no slang in that—only 
poetry ! Then our quarrels ceased immediately and all was well. 
But the rest of the family were always like brothers and sisters 
to me from the beginning. 

I may perhaps mention now that for the first time I then had 
the company of some real boys, when I entered the Conserva¬ 
tory.^ Up to then I had spent my life only with my sister. I had 
no playmates really. I was practically alone, and it is a very 
tedious life for a boy always to be with a girl, and only one girl 
—and that girl, a sister! 

But we digress. Let us return to the Conservatory. There I 
found boys of my own age. Some of them were very lively and 
it had a great effect upon me and I changed in a short time into 
quite a different creature; a new energy came to me. I became 
extremely mischievous, quick in my movements, and sometimes 
even did things which were not at all pleasant, particularly to the 
older students, the young men of twenty-two or more, who did 
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and i • P ran ks ! As I was so very quick in my movements 
me “ - aiF S ?, vei Y re d at that time, all my colleagues called 
knew '^ e had on ^’ red squirrels in Poland. We 

“ about these gray squirrels in America.) So 

rn j S chi e J <3 aS an a PP r °priate name for me at that time in the 

shortco ’i same time I was rather afflicted with two little 

a kind ” ? ^. cou *d not pronounce “ s ” very well, there was 

pi ai j whistling in my mouth, and when I was playing the 
Passae ° t *° ma ^ e the most dreadful grimaces at very difficult 
rid of 1 1 * thing, the bad articulation, I practically got 

small ^ * -d th a t> not exactly like Demosthenes, by keeping 
have q es \ n m y mouth, but I practised with other means. I 
tho S£ < Vs tried to overcome things from my early youth. But 
met pi 1 , laces were not so easily got rid of. It was not until I 
e Xample ^•* raUSS man y y ears later that I profited by his 
an exr ’r° r ^ grimaces were even worse than mine. That is 
another 6 interesting little story which I shall give you in 
hjy -Nation. No, I shan’t forget. 

Pointm GS a ' the Conservatory began at once with a disap- 
°M, a bitter one. Although I was only twelve years 

alreadv U ?. to that time had had no real piano instruction, I 
teacher I > ’ ° r P er h a P s I should say sensed, what kind of a 
t°ry witfi 11 ^ ^ I went to my first lesson at the Conserva- 
scribe T f 11 ea ® erness that would be impossible for me to de- 
eecurrcf 1 ^ that emotion still—to this day. It had never 
I should that I should meet disappointments there, that 

My chii. i; , l . 1 ? defeated in my anxiety to learn how to play. 
Probfen t 63 Was th fl t the Conservatory would solve all my 
B vi t ™ ^ should fall into the right hands at once. 
Pleasanf q, ^ teacher I saw was so discouraging and so un¬ 
fit Sa j r j j , ' t t asked at once to be relieved from piano study, 
things as u n °^ hands for piano playing, and many other 
quest still We ^‘ t knew he was not the one for me and the 
extreni. 5 * on ; 9 n th e other side my teachers in theory were 
a Mr sn , ei ?thusiastic from the start. The theory teacher was 
With Romi v' DS ^’ an( t ’ n harmony and counterpoint I studied 
and a ‘ The last-named I still remember most gratefully 

Th 5c h° na tely. 

° ne an< t all agreed that I was to be a composer, not a 
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pianist. I had such great facility in grasping things and learning 
so quickly, and I had nothing but satisfaction through all my 
stay in the Conservatory with my studies of theory, harmony, 
counterpoint and composition. They began immediately on 
entering. 

The second piano teacher I went to w T as a very emotional 
man; the first was simply a teacher—a pedagogue, and tech¬ 
nique was the thing for him, though he himself had not so very 
much technique. But the other was an artist, and he admitted 
and realised at once that I really had something to say with my 
fingers. “ Oh, yes,"' he said, “ you are talented. There is no 
doubt about that. You have a real and natural gift.” But his 
own piano playing must have been in his youth very much like 
mine, because he did not pay the necessary attention to the 
technical difficulties. I came across such teachers all the time. 
Such cruelty of Fate ! 

I made some little progress, of course, through hearing, not 
through playing myself, and I knew there were certain things 
which must be played correctly, with a correct technique, but I 
was not yet master of that necessary technique. But in spite of 
this, I developed a certain repertoire. After two years I could 
play very acceptably, not perfectly of course, but still with cer¬ 
tain accents and emotions that betrayed a natural talent. 

At this time it occurred to the Director of the Conservatory' 
that something must be done to attract public attention to the 
Conservatory, and make it more popular. There were no orches¬ 
tras in Warsaw', it seems, outside the Opera, only an orchestra 
from Berlin that came every summer for a short season. So the 
Director suddenly conceived the great idea of a Polish orchestra 
composed entirely of the students. 

Now, while studying harmony and counterpoint, I was very 
much attracted by various instruments—I wanted to know them 
well. As it was permitted to every pupil (also encouraged) to 
join a class of brass, wood and wind instruments, I went first to 
the teacher of the flute, and started my career as a flutist. But 
there I met again with discouragement. I could never become 
a flute player, I was told, because my lips were too thick for 
the flute. So after a few weeks of hard study I had to give it 
up, because the teacher insisted upon my leaving his class. Fate 
again ! But, not at all discouraged, I then went to the oboe and 
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* rnet cla *f■ There was a very nice teacher there and he liked 
1 i , y vei y much. He gave me the elements of oboe and 
or T h* ayreg- hut said I had no future with either the clarinet 
° j 1 s h°uld take up something else, he thought. So I 
snnn ° n aga . m ' To tile bassoon next. Yes, I studied the bas- 
vay soKiusly. I went from instrument to instrument. 
rp al , ; , ' bassoon I went to the horn and for a few months I 
ally played the horn—and quite acceptably. 

„ e , ' after having tried to learn so many instruments, and 
tK • Vlng . acquired a real knowledge—at least theoretically— 
oth 6ir Pp ssl bilities, I found that it was necessary to study all the 
bnii r p° \ Went on to t h e class of trumpets and of the -trom- 
iinmPfUot 1 ^ nstrumen ts were under the same teacher, who 
the trnmu V my remarkable talent for both the trumpet and 

the lesson" he sal^N ^ tr ° mbo " e 1 J? ne day while 
alwavs w * \ Now my dear b °y» hsten to me. You are 

you—vou i, ng P'ay piano. But why ? Piano is useless for 

Ptayine thp + Ve ? future with the piano; your future is here, 
ud you wi]/ ubone ! You are really remarkably gifted for it, 
‘ e piano " tt n your livelihood with the trombone, not with 
Peated, " , 1 ; ' as terribly serious about this. " Yes,” he 

words.”' IF 1 lture ls with the trombone. Mark well my 

still held fin 1 , Vords ^pressed me very much and although I 
verdict and ^ , rny ^dth in my piano playing, I accepted his 
Phesiedl sn WOrbed v /?ry hard, and soon acquired (as he pro- 
In fact * 3 reputation with the trombone, to his great delight, 

servatorv ' ^ dea °f the symphonic orchestra at the Con- 

as fi r . f f. 1T> r ' ir< d * I was immediately called upon to take place 
trombon OU1 -i 06 P ^ ayer • I have a photograph of myself with the 
Bosto t-i/. 1S ® omew here about, I think Mrs. Adamowska in 

von ^ , ' . rtS ^ i s a most amusing little picture. I hope 

^ see it. 

\Y0ij 1.1 « 

once T £ °™ es tm was organised and rehearsals began at 
in mv ^h'^ 1 b bug this because it was a very dramatic incident 
Poor f t] UCent bT® an d gave much concern and sorrow to my 
exa m* a xf r ‘ These rehearsals began the end of June and the 
Unf rh 10nS Were a ^ so taking place at the same time. This was 
w n as I had to pass my examinations, naturally. So I 
not very comfortable at these rehearsals, as I was neglecting 
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my school work to attend them. Several times I was sharply 
reproached by the Director for not going to the rehearsals. He 
became very angry with me. 

" But I cannot rehearse,” I protested, " I cannot. It is im¬ 
possible. I have something more important to do now—my 
examinations.” 

“ Examinations !” he answered angrily. " Nonsense. There 
is nothing so important now as these orchestral rehearsals. I 
order you to attend them.” At that moment he was only in¬ 
terested in the orchestra. It was his hobby. 

Things became more and more difficult until one day I came 
too late for the rehearsal and was told that I should be punished 
for it. I should be detained—kept after school. Ah, then I pro¬ 
tested violently. “ No,” I cried defiantly. " No, I shall not be 
detained. I refuse to remain here. It is impossible.” And I was 
right, because the principal thing was studying, not rehearsing 
for concerts. So I refused to obey. Then they used violence— 
they actually tried to keep me by force. Then I fought. We had 
a real encounter, a fight, and even some students took mv 
part. 

The Director then asked me whether I would at once submit 
myself to the discipline, or leave the Conservatory altogether. 
And I said, “ I do not acknowledge that the Conservatory has 
any right to arrest a student for not attending the rehearsals, and 
I shall not accept that verdict. Please let the door be opened.” 
The Director was amazed at my answer—effrontery he called it. 
He became very angry. Such independence could not be 
tolerated. He refused to listen to me. That ended the matter 
and I was then and there expelled from the Conservatory. I 
was the only one of all the students to oppose him. But I was 
always determined to fight for justice. From earliest childhood 
I had a strong sense of justice and was always trying to use my 
head—to think things out. So I was left alone. 

The rumpus about the orchestra was in the second year of my 
stay. I started in 1874, and in 1875 happened that unfortunate 
affair. 

At that time, as I have already told you, I lived with the kind 
Kerntopf family. The eldest son, Edward, was my devoted 
friend and looked upon me as his protege. He was a man of 
thirty or more and I a boy of fifteen. He treated me like a 


* mvon vv 

^ f ld T had unfaili “g ±aith in me. All the people 

laughed at eS £r d hT !f- Uld neVer become a Pianist, he simply 
very fosf -S* *absolutely, as a pianist, from the 

HetookmeI h !nrn WprUl n ° tlng ' He did everything for me. 
Nicholas RuhiW * e ,“- r F ° r lnstance - he took me to hear 
a veiy great plan™ ' ° £ ^ famOUS ^ Einstein), 

ciSTwaSr'1 ,he bKt who 

advancement. He was always trJin to edurate M ,n “J 7 
protector and helned v. , 1 . . e me —t ie was my 

and interest, that first year at V, ' rthout his friendship 

quite different—it woidd^ave^bp C ° nse ™ atol * might have been 
think it would havrinflln^ mUCh harder ‘ StdI 1 d ° not 
not helped me I know^ mT mmr belng * Even if he had 
vinced of that. If \ V bav . e helped myself—I am con¬ 
unconscious But I 1 m my Mfe ’ at first absolutely 

lined. But ^onffitioi 1 ^ place ‘ Th ^ was des- 

with Edward Kemtopf lnstance ' friendship 

when I was alone and^ * rP me at a cruci al moment 

a possibility of helping 1 myseli ? ^ C0Uld n0t find CVen 

several times in^hp 6 h de \ tlS t0 others ’ and I must say that 
which, h^lturr dayS ' 1 had ° ffers of assistance 
Polish gentleman P 1 * 0nce bad an °ff er f rom a 

Piano, and it wa a n '- ^ wanted , to help me study the 
studies for sevpr l ^ /yh^riant °^ er —to guarantee my 
against B f 1 accept it. It was 

Edward Kerr ' nf i “ ,° T nly one 1 cou ld accept from was 
t° him later < ' 1 knew I could be of some assistance 

that I shonli i T* ln: sa * d that to me—it was an intuition. 

Quire som, YY" repay his S enerosi ty; that I could ac- 
h?'m. ab on m years to come and be very useful to 


Was ratViPT- P umptuous on my part to feel this assurance. It 
to perforr . a ° r ^ ain Pride. V ou know that pride permits one 
is. ft j S . u an , a , humility. It sounds paradoxical, but so it 
that I f p i t n f ac t 1 humility—accepting assistance. All this means 
be pursue i ^ ^ beg * nn ^ ng a cer tain line of destiny that must 

n being expelled had not much effect on me. Outside 
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things did not influence me veiy greatly. I said to myself, " It is 
unpleasant because my father will be very unhappy.” Other¬ 
wise it did not influence me veiy much. Even then I had a faith, 
an inner security of feeling about the future that nothing could 
destroy. 

But my expulsion from the Conservatory did affect the Kem- 
topf family terribly. They looked upon that as a disgrace. Every 
one looked upon me after that as some kind of malefactor. " He 
has been expelled from the Conservatory,” they whispered. 
This hurt me very much. They had been so kind to me, it 
seemed ungrateful to them. But the eldest brother, Edward, 
always defended me. When they criticised, he would say, " You 
are stupid, you do not know what you are talking about. It is 
not a disgrace. He was right. It is an honour really, to be ex¬ 
pelled for such a stupid thing.” 

And I am glad to say it was looked upon in exactly the same 
way by a majority of teachers at the Conservatory. Although 
they realised my being so opposed to the discipline of the school 
was an insult to the institution, they also realised that I was 
right, and they made some protest to the directors, especially 
the teacher of harmony and counterpoint, who said, “ I protest 
strongly against all this. It was not right to force that boy to at¬ 
tend the rehearsals when he had his examinations to do. He has 
been treated unjustly. He should be taken back.” 

His protest made an impression evidently, for a message was 
sent from the Conservatory to Edward Kemtopf, which read, 
“ Bring Paderewski back. We will pardon his offence and re¬ 
ceive him again in the class. ’ Kemtopf came to me overjoyed 
and to my amazement said, " Ah, now I have good news for 
you. You are going back to the Conservatory, for they realise 
their mistake and you are to return.” 

But, I answered, " how is that? I was expelled.” 

“ oh > ne ver mind that,” he said. “ That is finished. I have 
just received word from the Director himself that you are to be 
received again. They want you to come back at once. They 
will welcome you.” 

And so back we went, and I saw again the strong Director 
with the piercing eyes. He sat at a table surrounded by his 
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Well, 


pt ors. He looked keenly at me and said, 
w{f ews , ki ' y° u have behaved very badly.” 

But, I interrupted, “ I still protest against that. I did not 
^enave badly, I was only defending my rights.” The Director 
0en * sea rching gaze upon me and continued as though 
fo ad j n °t. spoken ’ ** But as you have appeared here and per- 
rni this act of humility to me, you are forgiven and you 
vy n °w return and continue your examinations.” 
co w l(: was all so surprising and unexpected, that I really 
a not say anything. But in my heart I was veiy glad, 
irectly from there I went to the class where the examina- 
t , 0ns t°°k place, and all the troubles were over, it seemed. Then 
his .' ! kes t fa con certs started again. And then a curious thing 
PPened. At that particular moment the newspapers suddenly 
har^E adack B 16 Director. They had only just heard what 
to tt a B? entd that pupils were forced to neglect their studies 
art? 1 Gn< ^ rehe£usals - So the press took up the battle. Various 
tra r WCre P nn t e ^ in the papers and although the new orches- 
Panp aS a ^ rea ^ suc cess, the public sentiment was against it. The 
5g rs . continued their attacks until they became so violent that 
jj. Xa ° the pupils replied and finally sent a protest. 
a _ ’ , & stupid thing to do and it finally became very serious, 
other a ' ^yupus. I was again drawn into the conflict with the 
I left 1 signatories and expelled for the second time. This time 
every 1 ( “ onserva tory for a year. It was a difficult situation for 
Plane * tken we nt to a certain professor, the best teacher of 
do B, r *T? Conservat °iy, for private lessons. It was all I could 
goon . d 01 dy three or four lessons with him. He was a veiy 
Prepa/ft IU f* an ’ ku t he had absolutely no poetry, no emotion. I 
I h & d } 5 a3 t ke hdd me to prepare, but it was veiy deficient. 
Conserve n ° P r °P er tuition even then after two years at the 
cared • ’ and ke was accustomed to correct playing. He 
nicallv '' „ ng * or P la V in g which was perhaps poetic, but tech- 
Afte U ?^° rrec t* so naturally he was not interested, 
good ad - C f ° Urth ^ esson ’ ke sa *d« " Now, I’ll give you some 
never i 1Ce T d u n °t try to play the piano, because you will 
mo re ] ? pianist. Never.” And he refused to give me any 

What to d* c ^ ‘ ^ ka t was very discouraging. I did not know 
°- So I played by myself, and got on somehow. But 
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I did not yet know how to play. There was no real technique. 
The same cruel Fate pursued me continually. 

It took me half my life to realise that there are two ways of 
using the piano. The one is to play, the other is to work ! If you 
use the one, you will never achieve anything. You are carried 
away with your own emotion and with the emotion of the con¬ 
tent of the work you are playing. And you might spend the 
whole of your life playing without learning anything. You can 
become drunk in any art on your own emotion—a great many 
people are wasting their time in that way—arriving at no results 
at all. While working, of course, you must suffer, you have 
absolutely no pleasure, only the effort and pain. 

You see, all this time I was playing not working. I only began 
really working ten years later, and still to this moment I have to 
fight that inclination to play, because it is so tedious to work. At 
that time I did not realise, because I did not know how to work. 
But this I did know from the start, that there must be somebody 
or something which would force one to work, not to play. Well, 
I found it—but many years later. 


II 

So I struggled on by myself, and prepared a certain repertoire. 
I thought I might perhaps give a few concerts. I had that idea. I 
had already something of a programme—Chopin, a few pieces, 
and Liszt, and so it came about, as such things often do, out of 
the air, that I started with two companions for a little tour of the 
Provincial towns. I was nearly sixteen—this was the year after 
being expelled the second time from the Conservatory. It was a 
very interesting incident in my life, this first little tour in the 
north of Poland and Russia. It was, I think, the idea of adven¬ 
ture that really started us off on this perilous trip—adventure- 
yes, and the need of money. I wanted to earn some money as, 
in fact, we all did. 

I think it was in the beginning the suggestion of the violinist. 
He hoped in that way to see his family who lived in the north of 
Poland and he thought that he at any rate would cover himself 
with laurels and make a great effect on his family. We started, 
three pupils of the Conservatory —the 'cellist, who was the oldest 
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and^ W . as a k° u t twenty-two—a very well-balanced musician 
Bi V llltelllgent fellow, very serious in fact. His name was 
older t 1 °^ ier colleague was just a lively youth two years 
Wa ; r -™ yself ' who played the violin rather well. His name 
Permitf eW1CZ ' 1 was the Ben jamin of the troupe. We got a 
well T 1 11 dle Conservatory and it served as a passport as 
er 1 lnust also add that our parents knew nothing about this 
gt adventure in the beginning. 

hapr° W ^ erent fe° m to-day! Such a thing probably could not 
consteY? 111656 years of rapid communication with parents in 
We W e tOUCh vvith P am pered children. Although still youths. 

Parent?? I? * great extent " on our own " as you put it, and 
°f ton V • lce was not dose at hand. We were completely out 
great ? ' llh our fam ilies. So it was easy for us to keep this 
had he t Venture a secret - 1 knew well enough that my father, 
a ny rnr. °'? n ' w ° li ld have no faith in it, nor could he give me 
re alise T 6 ?. r Su ?h an undertaking. At this time, you must 
givine’i PC e VaS eaming a bttle money and helping myself. I was 
tremendn ° nS ™ n ’ and these first l ess °ns were paid for at the 
really v < ” SUm °? hveIve cents an hour. At that time I was 
servaton/f Xpensive for my father. He had to pay my Con- 
rne. g 0 t , ,' ai d board, etc., which left no pocket money for 

get. -jn. a *° earn H myself and I took any pupils that I could 
Mostly fin? ame trough the good Kerntopf family—of course, 
used to eo t re ? Clgl,t or nine w h° wanted to play a little. I 

a day_,° mclr houses and generally gave about two lessons 

reckon it * 3111 twelve cents an hour—well, you can easily 

very modest? lroupe was organised and we started off, at first 
Watering D i ' *° ^* ve concer ts only in the summer resorts and 
that part of o; ^ ere was Quite a series of watering places in 
eVe ® mad be country. We had a very nice little success—we 
^rioiyg) a hltle money, at first, but the ’cellist (who was so 
had enou s , y ^ed^ed to return to the Conservatory. He had 
We \ve rc a ; . * ur adventure did not appeal to him—at all! But 
Sa id, “ y ldous and wanted to go a little further. The 'cellist 
a rn not as ’ j do no ^ believe in the success of the next concert. I 
So ff e w R turous as you are, I shall leave you now.” 
fee Worse > borne, and we pressed on, but the further we went, 
P.M W6nt fe°- The 'cellist was right. It was all very 

E 
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childish. I was not quite sixteen and my companion eighteen— 
after all there was not much wisdom in our joint ages. We met 
with the greatest difficulties, but just when we were in the 
blackest despair, quite of a sudden would come a little success, 
which was most unfortunate because we would be so encouraged 
again, that we would proceed a little further! Yes, these 
occasional successes of ours proved very disastrous in the end, as 
you will see. 

Our greatest difficulty always was to find a piano—and very 
rarely could we find a grand piano anywhere. A small square 
piano, usually hoarse and of terrible tone and seemingly a hun¬ 
dred years old, was the best we could generally find. You can 
realise that sixty years ago in the small Provincial towns of 
Poland and Russia, there were not many grand pianos to be 
had. Naturally, our first necessity in arriving in a town was to 
search out the musical people of the place, to whom we im¬ 
mediately paid visits. We would present ourselves in some trep¬ 
idation and ask to have the use of their piano (if they had one) 
for our concert that night. You can imagine in many cases the 
surprise which greeted our request. It was unusual, to say the 
least, but almost everywhere permission was given, and the 
people consequently became interested in our concert in ad¬ 
vance. It was really not such a bad way of advertising, you 
see, although it was done quite innocently and of great necessity. 

Well, after permission to use the piano was granted, the next 
thing was to carry the piano from the house to the hall where 
we were to play. Ah! that was an agony! It created a great 
sensation and great controversy too, because nobody knew how 
to manage it. To move a piano, like everything else, requires 
certain knowledge; it is not so simple as you might think. Every’ 
one had a different idea, and we would have to go all over the 
town to gather together enough people to help us. And added to 
our difficulties, was the great anxiety on the part of the owner 
of the piano, lest it should be utterly ruined and smashed in 
transit. 

I can say that there was very little time for rest and practice 
en route. Our entire concert day was spent in finding and then 
moving the piano. But we were young and it made no difference. 
The only easy times, I recall, were when we came to a military 
post, and then the soldiers took a hand. They entered into the 
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spirit of it and were delighted to move the piano for us. But first 

terrihlw vf ° f ^ Would ^ to lift it, and when he found it so 
four nr fi eavy ’ would begin a great argument that not even 
quarreP „l C f 1 ^ 11 cou ^ d cariy it. Often they would get into 
in thirty * W many were needed, and sometimes it ended 
course ik! 1 f ,rty soldiers coming to carry the piano, and of 
ing whirl COUd not do without shouting and swear-' 
a somd Pr0ved another advertisement for us ! Imagine 

inv o n j soldiers marching through the town shouting, swear- 
Wf 1 . carr ymg on their shoulders—a piano! 

Unwinm Was ^ na ^ y landed in the hall, I understood how to 
urallv an f Pia f?° and . put 1 ®8 S back again, which was nat- 
that ton mportant thing. The piano also had to be tuned and 
little but T ny duty ‘ I had an old piano key which served a 
that 'a * mUSt Sa 1 y ' a Vfcry httle. Later on it was our good luck 
piano tunrr * ed ollr troupe who proved to be a travelling 
Our { nght man for us ! And a great relief to me. 
the piano w ian ° movers seemed to enjoy the adventure with 
estly, for' paid .them for their work of course, very mod- 
a little drink n ,, ^ tde mone y» but the principal reward was 
done, hied m 1 vod <a which we offered them after the job was 
Their intern^ ' ° dlern ’ * pgret to say, came to the concert! 

There Wa ^ US cea f ed with the moving of the piano, 
in Russia , v anodler difficult incident during that tour of ours 
fortress and 6 Came t° a large place where there was a Russian 
n ° plan whe W f SaVC a concert - It was not a success. We had 
all our rn nr . re nex h ail< l while thinking about it, we spent 
We had ey and had absolutely nothing left. What to do? 
eve n for foo S r r00m at a c h ea P hotel, but no money at all, 

when leavr 1 ™ y corn P an i° n was more cautious than I and 
and sugar ; r, " 0rne t* ad taken with him a little package of tea 
a hig loaf c f 1 * 3aved us - With our last few pence we bought 

ten days \xr d ' and we lived on that tea and bread for about 
Ou r landl 6 h&d n °thing else to eat. 
tinuouslv 1 f >rd ^ an e lderly man who was coughing almost con- 
room. fj n to feel anxious about the money due for the 
for us, f 0r aske d.when we could pay him. It was a bad moment 

him it w dld not know. However, we courageously told 
U1 u be soon. 
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I was very proud then and did not want to write to my father 
and ask for help, but the violinist wrote to his people, and thank 
God ! an envelope came shortly which brought him some money. 
It helped us out of that very bad position and left a little extra 
that enabled us to reach another place, where we had some 
prospects of success. 

After we received the money, we could pay what we owed at 
the hotel. It was not very much, but at that time seemed a fabu¬ 
lous sum to us. We felt very much relieved for we could pay 
the landlord. He was very pleased too, and then started a con¬ 
versation with us. He suddenly became friendly after receiving 
the money. 

“ Well, my young friends,” he said, " I understand that you 
are musicians. I did not hear you play,” he turned to me. 
“ But I heard you fiddling, you there,” he said, pointing to the 
violinist. “ But you know for me that is not music; all that in¬ 
strumental music, be it piano or violin, it is really nothing! 
Nothing!” he shouted. “ Piano you play with just the fingers, 
you know. When you are fiddling you are playing only on 
animals' intestines! That is all the strings are. It’s not music. 
It means nothing at all.” At first I was too amazed to answer. 

Then I timidly asked him which kind of music he considered 
big enough for his tastes. 

“ Why, wind instruments!” he cried, " wind instruments of 
course—because these instruments are played with the chest \” 
He was very serious. " A man plays with his chest on the wind 
instruments—with all his strength, with all his power. And that, 
I tell you, is something to listen to.” 

I was greatly puzzled. It took me some time to understand 
his point of view. But finally I thought it all out. It became 
very clear. That poor man was coughing all the time, coughing 
his life away. He was suffering constantly from asthma, and 
for him the ideal thing, the only thing, was to be able to play 
with his chest—with his breath—for he hadn’t any. It was that 
strength he admired and longed for, poor man ! 

Well, that tour lasted for some months, but as we were ex¬ 
tremely poor, and had started on our journey in the summer 
with only summer clothing, we had no overcoats and no furs, and 
it was a very severe winter. We could not buy clothes, scarcely 
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fo d. shoes we did manage to buy because, fortunately, shoes 
• re cheap at the time. But we found one way of protecting 
ourselves during the journey in snow and frost. We covered 
ourselves under our vests with newspapers, the best protection 
fif ^ . onl Y one we had. We did not feel the cold at all then, 
ough it was terrible. I could not tell you how much it was 
e zer o—I think in some places it was thirty below. This 
as ln the north of Russia—Government of Novgorod. It was 
re *narkable that we survived at all. 
sometimes we saw very' sad proofs of the rigours of that 
nnate. I remember so well one bitter morning as we went on 
way we saw several soldiers working beside the road. We 
ailed them as we approached, but they made no response. We 
ai ed them again as we drew nearer but they never moved at 
■ They were standing very still, so still that they frightened 
s and then we saw that they were all dead—frozen to death, 
u or seven of them frozen to death as they worked. A most 
P* c t ure ! Just standing there—frozen to the earth! 

^ er e was one incident during this time that was really very 
^ramatic. We kept on somehow through the winter, struggling 
in°T? r * the snow was already beginning to melt. There was 
ussia at that time a large number of military colonies. 
r Jiormous acres covered with barracks and inhabited by several 
giments. It was at one of these colonies that we decided to 
Per f COncert > as there was a large population of these military 
op r with their families. Several regiments were stationed 
n/ C SOme twelve or fifteen thousand soldiers and the ap- 

W e< i nUmber of officers - 

the l ba( ^ ®reat hopes of that place, but when we arrived at 
last f- ° re * be iaver » we found we could not cross because the 
The J ri ^ ' on ^ means of communication, had already left, 
ing re ^y as n °thing to do but stay in that ferry house until morn- 
toaii bere was no village there—just the cabin of the ferry- 

Th 

sick C j ’ *° PHu up the difficulties, I began suddenly to feel very 
thirsh a high fever and was simply burning up and very 
give ? * ferryman took us in, but he had nothing to 

I %Vn ' 1 ^ a t> he said—nothing but tea. So we begged for tea. 

u ruing up with a dreadful fire. Not only that, but I felt 
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such heat over my face. I could hardly touch it—it was so sore. 
And we were in complete darkness in the cabin—there were no 
lamps, no candles even. There was only a torch. 

I thought it was my end. My one thought was to reach the 
opposite shore. Now, I cannot explain this. I have never been 
able to understand what so suddenly afflicted me. I have never 
known. Sick as I was, and burning up with a dreadful fever 
and an unquenchable thirst, I was obsessed with one great long¬ 
ing, a longing for caviare—nothing but caviare. It seemed to me 
in my madness, for such I believe it was, that only caviare could 
quench my thirst and make me well. I had not slept one minute, 
so great was my craving for it. 

Finally the ferry came and we crossed to Miedvied, which 
means in Russian, a bear. That was the name of the colony. 
There was only one hotel there and when we arrived the pro¬ 
prietor stared at me in astonishment. He exclaimed, “ You are 
not well, sir, you are sick.” 

I was greatly alarmed at this and said quickly, " Yes, I am 
well, but very, very hungry, and I am going to eat plenty of 
caviare. That's what I want.” 

“ Caviare,” he said. " Caviare ! But you are sick; you are 
red with fever. You are very sick, sir.” 

But I insisted that I was quite well and ordered caviare sent 
to my room and then began eating it. I ate at least two pounds 
of caviare. Then I took tea to satisfy my burning thirst, and 
then I slept. Yes, I ate two pounds of caviare and still wanted 
more. Fresh caviare it was, and delicious ! But when I looked 
at myself in the glass I was horrified, for I was scarlet. I was 
then highly alarmed and did not know what was wrong with 
me. I thought perhaps it was scarlet fever, or perhaps the 
measles. At any rate, I did not dare leave the hotel. I sent for 
a doctor (a Pole—the majority of physicians in Russia then 
were Poles), a military doctor, and there was something peculiar 
about that doctor, which was his name—a strange coincidence, 
his name was Babianski, the name of my beloved old tutor. 
This gave me faith in him at once and I felt encouraged. 

He examined my pulse and said. " Your pulse is regular, but 
all you tell me proves that either you have measles, which is 
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dangerous or you have scarlet fever, which may be still mom 
dangerous. If you pull through, it will be a miracle. 

He gave me a little medicine—some powder for my face and 
it seemed to relieve me and the pain subsided gradually after 
my orgy of caviare. After a few r days I was all right again. \* e 
stayed there a week and I did pull through, as you see. But I 
must say, with no thanks to the doctor, for I still don't know 
what was the matter—and I’m sure he didn't. 

Then we went on with our tour and had many difficulties, 
which were constantly increasing. By this time my father had 
heard of our adventure. I had written him of our troubles, and 
he sent me a little money then. He was glad to know that I was 
still alive! He sent me 100 roubles with the idea that I should 
return home at once. He was anxious about me. The parents 
pf the violinist also told him to return, and he obeyed and t 
Wimediately. 

So I went on alone with the tour, and was on my way to St. 
Petersburg, because from there I planned to proceed directly to 
my father’s house. The adventure was over, I thought, and 
confess that I was relieved. I was really glad to return to mj 
father’s house, for I was tired of it all. I was only seventeen, 
you know, and I had been gone more than a year. 

As I look back upon it all now, I wonder that I mam 1 
«*t all—only the utter carelessness and confidence of youth ma 
"wh a tremendous adventure possible. 

When I arrived in St. Petersburg, I met a young man 
^en i n the Kemtopf family. I was very pleased to see him, i r 

suppose, I was a little homesick, and he seemed d< kg te o 
” ee me. He inquired eagerly about my doings, and so on, an 
so on. 


. Well,” he said, “ where are you going now? What.areyou 
mtending to do next?” I was only too glad to tell him and 
ex Plai n my plans, delighted at his interest in my welfare. 

, ph,” I said, “lam happy to tell you that I am now re¬ 
ading home. I am leaving directly because my father has jus 
^tit me the money for the journey.” I was so overjoyed at 
;? at ' that I told him and he too seemed overjoyed to hear about 
e money, for he immediately borrowed all that money, e 
me that he only needed it for a few hours and would bring 
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back directly. Well, as you have already guessed, the few hours 
were for ever! I never saw him again. He left immediately 
for Warsaw with my money, and left me penniless in St. Peters¬ 
burg ! He went to his home with the money that was sent me to 
go to mine. Ah, that was a very painful thing in more ways than 
one. I believed in him, you see. 

l o pile up the agony still further, I was not only without a 
penny in the world, but my luggage and all my possessions were 
still at the station (where I had met him) because I had planned, 
you see, to leave St. Petersburg that very day. But when I 
asked for my luggage, it had been stolen ! And I was then left 
with nothing, literally. 

I had noticed when talking with my supposed friend that 
there was some one with him—a man who did not seem particu¬ 
larly friendly, I thought, and who had a suspicious attitude. 
Soon after I was left stranded, I met this man again on the street. 
Perhaps he had been keeping an eye on me. I think that must 
have been so because he proved to be my guardian angel at that 
moment. He approached me and said, “ What happened be¬ 
tween you and that fellow from Warsaw ? You have had a long 
talk. What did he say? Tell me.” 

* Oh,” I answered, “ he borrowed money from me.” 

" And you gave him money? That is a pity—a great pity 
for he is a rascal!” 

" Oh, I interrupted, " but I met him in the house of friends 
in Warsaw and I believed in him.” 

Th man laughed angrily and said, " You will never see your 
money again—never! He owes me money, too. He got it in the 
same way. He is a rascal,” he repeated. ” A bad fellow.” 

What shall I do?” I exclaimed, "lam penniless! I cannot 
write my father again, because he sent me all he could. It was 
a large sum for him. He cannot afford to send me anv more 
There is no one for me to turn to.” 

" Well,” he answered, after a moment, “ come to me. I am 
a very poor man, but I can give you at least a roof to sleep 
under and a bit of bread to eat.” He was a plumber and he was 
extremely poor, very, very poor. He was just starting to make 
his living. The only food he could offer me was tea and bread 
and a little comer in his poor room. But I was thankful for it. 

I spent there, I think, about a fortnight, and I did not know 
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do. I had tea and bread three times a day. That was 
j ^ had to keep me alive, and a comer in which to sleep, and 
walked the streets absolutely helpless. 

. . w ^ happened I do not know, but after a fortnight, the 
janitor of that house came to me and said, " Have you any 
relative ?” 

«« tt ^ es ’ * ^ answered quickly, thinking of my father. 
Why?" 

It Because there is a letter for you,” he said. " A letter.” 

,, A letter for me? Can it be from my father?” I cried. 

,, "hat is the name of your father?” 

, t J an Paderewski.” 

£ ^ es > that’s right, but the address was wrong so they sent 
hcr'"^ P ° St °® ce over th e place to inquire and it has come 

k ^ Was a special letter (what you would call registered) from 
sin? 1 ] ^ ’ vv ' as a letter from my father with 100 roubles. That was 
ar d T ? & narac ^ e - J was overwhelmed with joy. I got the money 
£j r Save a little to the poor fellow who had kept me alive on 
fuU aa anc l tea for a fortnight—and then, I went home. So thank- 

£ a ^ * “ ( hed home safely and there was great rejoicing in our 
jj, ' ‘ ft seemed as if I had been gone a century. After a 

pu] J was alone with my father, I asked him what im- 

how R ad prompted him to send me that money the second time, 
7 }, : knew I was in such dreadful straits, 
a d ’ 1S easU y explained,” he answered simply; “ I had 
^ saw you - n a desperate position in St. Petersburg, 
you " lately sen t asking the post office to inquire for 
a dr vvas miraculous. My father had found me through 

(Ja v ea , m ‘ You know I had walked the streets of St. Petersburg 
Ph * ' da y> alone with nothing to do. The lodging of the 
not Cr Was nnderground. There was no light there and I could 
w alk ^ en read ’ 1 could do nothing, absolutely nothing! So I 
at th J w k°l e day long. After my first tea I went to look 
then G Padcs ’ ft 1611 I went back home to another cup of tea and 
day t ou * on the streets again. And so it went day after 
>eemed an eternity. 

in a } Was then for the first time that I saw Rubinstein, going 
> through the streets. I knew who it was because I had 
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seen his photographs. If I could have only realised at that mo¬ 
ment, that not so very much later I was again to see and actually 
talk with Rubinstein and even play to him one of my composi¬ 
tions, perhaps my days would not have seemed so d< spen te 
then; but such a thing never entered my mind because I was a 
poor wretch! I was bereft of everything friends, money, 

clothes, almost food. , 

My belongings were lost and I was destitute. How my father s 
letter reached me I do not know. That was one of the most 
cru cial moments of my life. You know at that time I r y h id 
no idea what to do—I was completely crushed, because my only 
means of joining my family and starting again a normal life 
were entirely lost. I was simply like a dead leaf. Many a time 
I think about that, first of all with infinite gratitude to my dear 
father, and then to God, too, for having directed my father’s 
hand. That, of course, was destiny—it was the hand of God. 

My father did not make one single reproach when I got back 
_just joy to see me again. That dream made a pro d m- 

pression on him too. . 

My heart was filled with gratitude unspeakable grat it ,’de. 
And I vowed then to give my father a grea happiness. I said to 
him, “ Now I am going to give you a supreme satisfaction. I 
have given you so much trouble, I shall return now and finish 
my studies at the Conservatory, and receive my diploma.” 

“ But,” he said, “ you will have to stay for such a long time. 

How can you?” 

m Well, I replied, “ it cannot be helped now, I must finish 
my course and get a diploma. You will see. 

So I went back to the Conservatory and I worked very hard, 
especially on counterpoint and composition, and I worked so 
hard that in six months I finished my studies o two years. B i 
I worked day and night. I had enormous concentration. They 
made no difficulties then in taking me back again—they were 
glad enough to have me. 

Then came the finishing act of the school year, and my father 
came for that occasion and had a tremendous surprise, because 
I was among those who were going to get their diplomas. You 
see he never really believed it would happen. And he was stand¬ 
ing in that big Hall, the Municipal Hall in Warsaw (I see him 
still), and he was really frightened. Poor man, he wondered 
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jr hat was going to happen next. Is something wrong again, he 
ought? But I received that diploma, and he was simply 
amazed, overwhelmed with joy when the Director read my name 
j* a md voice. The last one. It was the most brilliant of all. 
And then I played. How I did, I do not know, as I 
® deeply moved myself by this great event. A step forward 
ast! I played the Grieg Concerto with the orchestra. I re¬ 
member that. 

, So it was—I received my diploma and the day ended with 

• 1 p Pi ne ss in all our hearts. And thus came to an end my studies 
n “ e Conservatory at Warsaw. 


Ill 


Berlin and the World of Music 

I 

The rejoicing over the receipt of my diploma was very genuine 
and continued for some time. First of all, my poor father, whose 
faith in me had been justified, and the dear, good Kemtopf 
family, who had befriended me from the first, especially Edward 
Kemtopf, whose interest and affection never failed, were one 
and all overjoyed. 

After it was all over, I intended, in fact I had great hopes of 
going somewhere, Berlin or Vienna preferably, to study piano. 
But alas ! I had not the means. My father had done all he could 
—he could not help me further. In spite of all my efforts, I 
realised it was impossible—I must remain in Warsaw. So I ac¬ 
cepted the post of teacher in the Conservatory there. That offer 
was made immediately after receiving my diploma, as a result of 
the brilliant examination I had passed—perhaps a kind of re¬ 
ward after the stormy years there as a student. 

And now we come to a great event in my life. I tliink I shall 
have to say it very simply—I fell in love. I was only twenty at 
that time and in spite of the uncertainty of the future, I mar¬ 
ried. I wanted a home, a personal life of my own—a place and 
some one that belonged to me. I married in 1880 Antonina 
Korsak—a young girl who was a student at the Warsaw Con¬ 
servatory. I had a little home of my own at last and I was 
happy—but it was a short happiness. A year later my wife died, 
leaving me alone with our child, a son. I had lived through a 
brief—a beautiful—experience. Even at twenty, one can plumb 
the heights and depths and feel the pain and mystery of life. I 
now faced another change—I must go forward alone. My wife 
had had some little money of her own, and before her death she 
asked me to use part of it to continue my musical studies, in 
which she had the deepest faith. We had in Poland an institu- 
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bon for which I think there is no equivalent in other countries, 
a very special kind of Trusteeship for orphans, controlled by a 
number of prominent people, the details of which are of no 
interest at this moment except that it was in that institution I 
eposited the money that was to go to my child. It proved to 
c a tragic choice, for every penny of it was stolen a few years 
;j 't (r by certain of these veiy respectable Trustees, and nothing 
remained. The little safety that I had then hoped for proved a 
dream, like so many others. 

I have already told you that after the death of my wife, I 
realised very keenly that there was no future for me there in 

arsaw except as a teacher, and so I determined to go to Berlin. 
lef m y child with his grandmother, the mother of my wife, and 

* nt directly to Friedrich Kiel, a very famous teacher of that 
tn £ e ’ to study composition. Everybody said (and I began my- 
1 ,! ^ almost to believe it) that I could never be a pianist, 

that I was very’ talented for composition. I had already 
Written a few pieces which had been printed in Warsaw, and 
m*ide quite a little success. So it was very encouraging for me 
0 a 8ain study composition—I turned to it naturally. 

^ No w 1 want to te jj you a a k out my stupes with Kiel in 
' r '*u. . . . You have asked me whether I ever studied the violin 
arucng the many instruments that I studied. Yes, and that is 
a tr an amusing story, because in those early days whenever 
stn e ^ an rn y studies, I found myself always learning some in- 
w 15 en t other than the piano! And so it happened when I 
So j nt to Kiel, he too suggested it. He told me that it was ab- 

I I el y necessary to know the character and possibilities of a 
f ( j iUg mstrument, and the violin would be the most practical 

* me - So I at once got a teacher. Of course, not a teacher of 
k eat reputation—I was not ready for that. I had absolutely no 

nowledge of the first elements of violin playing, so I had a 
mediocre teacher—all I could afford, 
iff * met again with the same discouragement there, as with 
of 1 te ' ^ ie oboe » and die clarinet! He gave me quite a number 
tha/ j Perhaps ten or twelve, and finally, disgusted, said 
sg * dad absolutely no talent for music—none. He did not 
as a f° k . now dud I was a musician, but thought of me simply 
V j 0 l. lorei guer who wanted to learn a little scratching on the 
’ ar *d did not hesitate in discouraging me after a few les- 
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sons. " Oh/' he said, “ why do you study the violin? You will 
never be a violinist, never. You are not a musician—you have 
not even a good ear for music, it seems to me. You have 
absolutely no talent for music. You should stop the lessons 
now. It’s a waste of money.” 

Well, after that I decided to have a little revenge. The day 
after this tirade, at my last lesson, I took him into my room 
where the little piano was and without any preliminaries I began 
to play for him. He stared at me dumbfounded. The poor 
fellow was perfectly petrified! (He was a good musician him¬ 
self though not much of a teacher.) I played one of my latest 
compositions and then began a Chopin Mazurka, but before I 
could even finish it he jumped to his feet. “ Oh, stop, stop!” 
he cried, “ stop ! I have made a fool of myself. A perfect fool! 
I said you had no talent for music, and you can play like that!” 
He was pathetic in his embarrassment. 

I confess that I enjoyed my little revenge, but I was sorry 
too, for after that impromptu concert of mine the poor fellow 
said he would not come again, there was nothing he could do 
for me, and that was the end of my violin lessons. 

Many years afterwards I studied the 'cello with my dear 
friend Adamowski, which was to my advantage—another string 
to my bow, so to say. But that story does not belong here at 
the moment. 

Anyhow, with those few lessons of violin and 'cello, I acquired 
much that has been of great value all my life. 1 found when 
making the score of my opera and other works where the 
orchestra is an important part, that I could play myself, very 
slowly it is true, but accurately and understandingly, anything 
that I wrote for the violin and 'cello, etc. All this, as you can 
easily realise, was invaluable. 

At that time, you know, in spite of my unfaltering inner con¬ 
viction of Destiny, I was strongly under the influence of my 
teachers—that I was not going to be, never could be, a successful 
pianist. That, of course, left its impression. It was an added 
thing to fight against. From the beginning, even at the Con¬ 
servatory, everything was against me—discouragement on all 
sides. Even those who were my intimate friends looked upon 
virtuosity sis something inferior. As I was at that time very 
fond of composing, and some of my first compositions were 
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rather noteworthy in that little circle of friends, I almost lost 
Myself any hope of becoming a successful pianist. So naturally 
/ turnt;d then to composition. Back of all our actions in life 
there is usually some strong guiding motive. It may not always 
appear clearly at the moment, but afterwards one is very keenly 
aware of it, and so it was in this case. This inner conviction 
°t mine at the time, that there was no future for me in Warsaw 
except as a teacher, had a tremendous effect upon my whole 
’ i r life. At that moment I made my decision and turned my 
face towards another branch of my art. 

I left my position at the Conservatory and went straight to 
merlin, to that most marvellous man, the greatest pedagogue in 
* ' held of composition, Friedrich Kiel, and studied there for 
seven months. I worked very hard—really too hard, and my 
nerves gave way. My health broke down completely. I used to 
/°rk ten or twelve hours a day. I made, of course, very con- 
J d< rable progress, and Kiel looked upon me as a star pupil. He 
VVas v ery proud of my achievements, for I really accomplished 
rauc h in that comparatively short time. Kiel applauded and 
encouraged me constantly and told me many times that he had 
never had a more gifted pupil. All this was very satisfactory, of 
bourse. But I must repeat again that Kiel was also deeply inter- 
•" 'fed in my playing (he was one of the few), and whenever I 
Played a composition which I had prepared for him, he would 
Say * “ Oh, you must practise your piano more, because you 
a so have a remarkable talent for piano playing.” He was not 
"ke my old teacher of the trumpet and trombone I have told 
Sou about—who used to say to me every day, “ Look here, my 
°y> you must devote more time to the trombone, because, 
.eve me, the trombone is your future livelihood! W'ith the 
you will never do anything. Never!” 

'Yell, to go on. It was while I was studying in Berlin that I 
v ?an to meet some famous musicians that were very helpful to 
1 met Richard Strauss at the house of my publisher, Bock, 
m. tf, aS a Very amusin & household consisting of his wife, his 
other, and several charming children, for whom I used to 
tir, y ’ an< ^ ohhdren liked me very? much consequently. Some- 
oth e vve oame in the evening, Strauss and myself, and some 
a er musicians of lesser importance than Strauss, and just to 

Use fhe children we played tor them, he and I, dance music. 
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On some occasions the company was not only composed » 
children but of adults too, and the atmosphere was so gay, so 
intimate, that every one wanted to dance. So we used to play 
for hours, Strauss and myself, I remember. 

Strauss’s playing was not very brilliant. He was not a 
pianist, but he was chiefly a composer all his life. He turned to 
conducting later on, but he was always very fond of dance 
music. He adored it and it was delightful to listen to him. But 
there was one great drawback to the enjoyment of his playing, 
and that was also a factor which determined me to study the 
expression of my own face when playing, namely the awful 
grimaces Strauss made while at the piano. It was too amusing 
for words to see, but it was also rather painful. One felt almost 
embarrassed for him. It was really a show in itself—an addi¬ 
tional performance. 

And now I will say a word about my own habit, already 
mentioned, of making such unpleasant grimaces, for I was 
guilty too and was sometimes ridiculed by my colleagues. I had, 
as a student, to postpone overcoming that, because I never 
practised long enough to watch myself. But when I arrived 
in Berlin, and particularly after seeing Strauss at the piano, I 
knew that it was a grave impediment in the career of an artist, 
and I then studied all my difficult passages with a mirror before 
me, and absolutely surmounted that difficulty, but only after 
months and months of watching myself. It was really very hard 
because I was already a little over twenty-four and it had be¬ 
come a fixed habit. I surmounted that difficulty to such an 
extent that I may say now without any exaggeration, I do not 
know whether there is any other pianist who can keep himself 
as quiet and as much master of his appearance while playing 
the most difficult music, as I. But it was a very great effort. 
And I was never told these things except by my schoolmates at 
the Conservatory, who made fun of me at the beginning. So I 
have always been grateful to Strauss for making me realise the 
importance of overcoming this obnoxious habit. 

I am tapping now in this little talk a great reservoir of 
memories. Those days in Berlin were full of new experiences 
and contacts. Quite a new life opened its doors to me. I was 
moving forward, a few groping steps at a time, towards the 
great world—the great world of art. 
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There were very many students in Berlin at that time. It was 
a magic rendezvous for them; the University enjoyed great 
Popularity. There were a number of my own countrymen study- 
at the University and at the Polytechnic too. I lived in a 
amily by the name of Rohde, a very fine family from Hamburg. 

I want to tell you a little about these good people who were 
So . ex tremely kind and devoted to me. I always remember them 
^ ith the deepest affection, and their constant care and interest 
® me. Their house, too, became another home like the Kern- 
“ • How fortunate that was! Things might have been so 

different. 

It was not exactly a student’s life that I led in Berlin at that 
lr ^ e - I was too serious a man then to join the student group 
< t.d the people who were so constantly enjoying themselves. I 
already considered as a teacher, a former teacher of the 
onservatory at Warsaw, and I was the father of a child. There- 
0re > I did not belong to that gay clique of students and 
Musicians, though occasionally I joined with them in their 
estivities. Most of them were much older than I, and still study¬ 
ing ! In fact I am sure they would always be students! There 
n a certain type of person, you know, who always remains a 
3 a dent—always studying, but learning nothing. 

I was a Pole and very much alone. As I remember it, there 
Vvere few Polish students there at that time. The Germans were 
n f a: all sympathetic to me. That was a time of great persecu¬ 
te 011 °f the Poles in Germany and I felt it constantly and deeply, 
j Ven hi that charming family of my kind publisher, Mr. Bock, 
s °metimes had to hear very cutting and bitter remarks about 
n* country. And I disliked Berlin very, very much on that 
Cc °unt. There were certain political regulations which made 
fed rather disgusted with these people and their system. For 
xample, of all the foreign newspapers, only the Polish were 
Hdiibited. There was no sale of them at the railway stations 
vv ’ sta hons always have foreign papers). Some individuals 
1 very nice, very civilised, but the entire atmosphere was 
Sjhvely antagonistic to Poland. 

k rhn was then a very large city with a fine park and a few 
dutiful buildings. The most beautiful of all was, of course, the 
the^ ^ as ^ e * which is an old building dating from the time of 
sieat Elector. Modem buildings, such as the new Parlia- 
P.M. F 
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ment (which was burned a few years ago), were not yet in 
existence when I was a student there. I would no- say that the 
city was beautiful then, but the order and cleanliness of the 
streets were such as to make an impression of a certain kind of 
beauty. It was really so perfectly clean that it commanded 
admiration. In appearance Berlin was rather theatrical. It was 
all very mili tary. Uniforms were to be seen everywhere, there 
was even then a certain antagonism between the officers 
in uniform and the civilians in plain clothes, and one could see 
always the people stepping humbly aside, even off the sidewalk, 
to make room for the officers. Marked superiority. It was 
ridiculous. But the good German people were already accus¬ 
tomed to it. They had got into the habit of acknowledging their 

inferiority! . 

Berlin was a city of life and excitement, but little real gaiety. 
The people did not know at that time how to enjoy themselves, 
how to amuse themselves. The cafes and Biencneipen were 
always full, but although they were very noisy they were not 
really gay. There was very little laughter in spite of the noise. 
The German is always serious. All kinds of music was to be 
heard in Berlin. There were plenty of concerts too, too many. 
Every day many concerts and very good opera. Wagner then 
was perfectly established and enjoying tremendous popularity 
and success, but the Drama was quite mediocre, in my opinion. 
It was not to be compared with the Burg theatre of Vienna, for 
instance, one of the most distinguished theatres in Europe. 

To continue a little further with the Berlin experiences, I 
want especially to speak of Mr. Hugo Bock, the publisher. I 
was introduced to Mr. Bock by a very fine man and \>d 
musician who enjoyed much popularity. His name was Moritz 
Moszkowski, and it was through this introduction of Moszkow- 
ski’s that my compositions were published, because it was 
extremely difficult, being young and unknown, to find a pub¬ 
lisher. He, Bock, gave me for those first compositions (about 
nine pieces) the enormous sum of 200 marks, that was about 
$50. You know I never really expected that—he acted very 
generously under the circumstances. 

In Mr. Bock's house, which was one of the important ones 
in Berlin, I had the opportunity of meeting many distinguished 
artists, chiefly musicians, and there I met all the musical cele- 
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capital'* rw WeR: living in Berlin or Passing through the German 
And 1 0U , rS f' ® ock ' as a publisher, knew them all. 
which iiia n /° rerno . s ^ ^ should like to mention something 
Piankti, UenCed T me , m my determination to pursue that 
eompotia, * WaS m t ^ le °® ce °f Bock one day with a new 

sudden! ^ , ]Ust as 1 was having, he said to me quite 

1 was a I- d y ° u not ]ike to meet Anton Rubinstein?” 

course ’■ T d , natura!ly at thls ' d was quite unexpected. “ Of 

interrupted S » d ', 1 shouId be delighted. I-” “ Well,” he 

and vr i , * j> J ea f e come then to my house for dinner to-night 
and therp i Sfc f ; So in much excitement I went to dinner 
agreeahlp i a ^ grea ^’ that i mm ense artist. He was most 
said “ t . and gracious and after dinner he came to me and 
Bock r a , great deaI about your compositions, from Mr 

So ^e'to nL? e xn S n highly ° f thcm ' and 1 should Hke to he ar 
j ~ . gm - WlJ l you not play me sometliing?” 

for him ]U£t /fo 3hed a sct of variations, which I then played 

“You h' a l try Pleased - He listened attentively. 
“ Nown? 3 bnUiant future,” he said when I had finished. 

Sh °rt pwt ”™! 6 iT ethmg , m0rC ' SOmething else-play some 
Ver y kind « v dlds0 ' and again he was very complimentary, 
for the pi a ’ nn - « ^ corn P° se more,” he went on, ” more 

for toe L* t , ° h ' 1 protested ' “ I cannot really do much 
“ y «u Sid t iy S ° htde T myself -'' “ Nonsense,” he replied, 
te chninue°^!d P V 1 fdI y0U * You a « inborn 
career ” Y ° U C °V d haVe ’ 1 am sure ' a s Plendid pianistic 
the mornr V° S T f j^ ful WOlds ° f hlS left me alm °st stunned for 
WheWd L r dld not Iaiow how to answer him—it over- 

Rubinstein It , was S j Ch a sur Prise. This experience with 

'vorld colf da tl ^ lendous effect - What he said changed my 
but I 0 1 ™ very eager to hear him play 

Pressed ? at ? at moment the courage to ask him. He im- 
abs °lutelv IOm the aS a veiy noble and good man and an 
^annvM UPr f me arbst : There was something a little bit 
be w y ut hlm to °. He had a natural greatness in himself 
^atur a btanic figure - 

^toarks^h B 4° ck waS immenseI y impressed with Rubinstein's 
fav our r ? 0U 1 t J my compositions. It was a great point in my 
Ruh,’ C . ou,d see. 


Stl n vva Perfectly enchanting that evening, and after 
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he left, Bock turned to me and said, “ Well, is he not 

wonderful?" ... 

Yes/ 1 I answered, ts wonderful / 9 I was still in the grip 
of this experience. I was greatly excited about it all. Won¬ 
derful, but oh ! if I could only hear him play. 

“ What,” shouted Bock, staring at me, ' you have not yet 

heard him play?” 

“ Never,” I answered, " never.” 

“ Then why did you not ask him to play here to-night ? He 
would have done it! He is always very agreeable about it, he 
would have played for you gladly. You see how he received 
you.—how interested and encouraging, and how pleased he was 
with your compositions. Oh, what a pity, what a pity B k 
was walking up and down the room and greatly upset. Now 
it is too late, because to-morrow he leaves for a tour. Still, lie 
added consolingly, “ you will hear him late r you , p ty 
of time.” But I never really heard him play until much later 

in Warsaw. _ , , . A ,, 

Among the celebrities then in Berlin, I must put first the 

great violinist Joseph Joachim, who was a noble man and an 
admirable artist. As an interpreter of classical music, especially 
of Beethoven, he was absolutely supreme—a highly cultured 
man in general. He was not only accessible to younger 
musicians, but was always ready to assist them in art, and in 

other ways too. ,, 

On once occasion, following the suggestion of my publisher 
(who was not wholly disinterested in the affair naturally), he, 
Joachim, invited me to play a few of my own compositions, 
which I of course did without hesitation. A small collection ot 
short piano pieces published under the title, which I never liked, 
“ Chants du Voyageur,” was selected for that purpose. The 
third piece in it (in B Major) seemed to impress Joachim quite 
particularly—and to such an extent that he asked me to repeat 
it several times. In general the impression these compositions 
made upon him was extremely encouraging to me. I was fre¬ 
quently invited to the ” Musicals ” at his house. The people 
who came were of local greatness, people holding very higd 
official positions, the professors in the University, the local big¬ 
wigs, and so on. . , ,, 

On those occasions I was invited by Joachim repeatedly to 
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Pky some of my own compositions, and I considered it as an 
exceptional favour on his part—a great encouragement. 

Then, I am sorry to say, for many years I lost sight of 
Joachim, and only about twenty years later I again came into 
contact with him. He was a very brilliant technician. He had 
absolute command of his instrument. He was a thorough 
Musician and had a great nobility in playing, which was ex- 
rernely impressive. An altogether big man, in himself and in 
. ls ar t- The principal point that impressed every one at first 
^ght and first hearing of him was a marvellous dignity, which 
an extremely rare quality. Now, if I may be permitted to 
niake an especially appropriate comparison with another magni- 
Cf nt violinist, Ysaye, there was always a quality of roughness, 
r ^iggedness if you like, and just a taint of the comedian at 
J ni is in Ysaye, which was in great contrast to the dignity that 
a Ways enveloped Joachim. Ysaye, great artist that he was, was 
n °t so supreme as Joachim. Joachim was every inch a giant. 

9 n another occasion at Bock’s house I met a German musical 
I .ter, Louis Ehlert, whose literary works enjoyed great popu- 
r r % among German music lovers. He belonged to that little 
e ? Ue °t Hose friends of the immortal composer, Robert 
of w ^ om he knew when still a very young man, and 

’ Madame Clara Schumann—the widow of Schumann. 

Like Joachim, he was classical and very conservative in his 
* es * His admiration for Brahms was not perhaps as absolute 
ti\ exc ^ us * ve as that of Joachim. He had perhaps more sensi- 
t 0 ^ ne p s f° r modern music than that little musical congregation 
which he belonged, which was the adoring group of devotees 
1 always surrounded Madame Clara Schumann. This little 
and of followers was almost a religious circle. They did not 
th- an yhody else but Schumann and a very few others whom 
J had canonised—and first and foremost came Brahms, 
thu ■ . * s impressions of my compositions were even more en¬ 

vy, Slas hc than Joachim’s, and his favourite piece among them 
again that No. 3 of my “ Chants du Voyageur.” But he 
sen r aS W0 h the variations Op. XI, which did not appeal so 
g^ly to Joachim 's more orthodox tastes. 

Posit Vera l years afterwards, he again inquired about my com- 
hi ^ns in a letter addressed to Bock, always expressing 
Sfc lf so graciously. 
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I never met Madame Clara Schumann personally. I saw her 
only once at an orchestral concert in Frankfurt-am-Main, where 
I was playing my own Concerto in 1890. She was sitting con¬ 
spicuously in the first row, and I remember that she was very 
interested in my Concerto and applauded me loudly, the good 
old lady ! (She was very old then.) But, on the contrary', when 
I came to play my solo, and I had selected as a second number 
Liszt’s Fantasie based upon ” Don Juan,” she could not refrain 
from showing her deep disapproval and even, I might say, her 
disgust! You know in her sacred little clique, Liszt was con¬ 
sidered a very devil, and besides he permitted himself such a 
gross sacrilege as ornaments to Mozart's inspiration. That 
Fantasie of Liszt's is based upon Mozart's themes taken from the 
opera " Don Juan,” or as better known, " Don Giovanni.' 
Madame Schumann did not conceal her disapproval—she 
shrugged her shoulders and turned to the lady next to her, talk¬ 
ing and expressing with her face her contempt! 

Madame Clara Schumann was known chiefly as the wife and 
survivor of the great, the immortal composer, Fobert 
Schumann. And for that reason, she had many privileges ! She 
played often in England. She had every year a season where 
she played chamber music, and principally her husband’s 
works; and then she used also to play 7 with Joachim and with 
Piatti—that was the celebrated trio—in the Popular Concerts 
organised by Chappell, the publisher, in London. They were 
called the " Pops ” then as now. 

Among other artists whom I met at Bock’s house was also 
Pablo de Sarasate, the famous violinist. He was a charming 
personality and a marvellous artist, with irreproachable tech¬ 
nique and the most beautiful violin tone imaginable—more 
beautiful than Joachim’s. He was not to be compared as an 
interpreter, especially of classical music, with Joachim, but he 
had much more charm owing to that exceptionally beautiful 
quality of tone. He had a more beautiful voice, but Joachim 
was a much greater singer, if you are putting it in terms of 
singing. 

A lovable character too and a loyal friend. Very generous to 
his colleagues, helping many of them, especially some of the 
French composers and Spanish too, because he was a Spaniard, 
though he lived in Paris. Sarasate was a frequent visitor at 
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Warsaw, and I often met him there afterwards, which was 
always interesting. 

In those early years I met and knew almost all the musical 
giants of the time. It was a glorious period—great composers, 
Pianists, and conductors. These contacts enriched my life. This 
Was true in Warsaw as well as Berlin. At the house of Louis 
Grossman particularly 7 I had many opportunities of meeting all 
the artists who came to Warsaw. Grossman was a piano dealer 
a nd a very good musician himself. He had written some light 
operas and had a great interest in music. And this reminds me 
°f an experience in my early musical career that happened in 
his house. At that time I was rather famous in my little circle 
in the Conservatory 7 , as a very rapid reader of music. I could 
read anything and very quickly, at sight. So I was sometimes 
called upon to play an accompaniment. It so happened that an 
Italian singer, I do not remember her name for the moment. 
Was giving a concert in Warsaw. She had a very beautiful 
contralto voice, a very ugly face and the most unpleasant 
manners (so it is perhaps better that I do not remember her 
Oame!). Her husband, who had a glorious baritone voice, was 
Just the opposite—kind and gracious. We made friends from the 
start. They were giving a concert together and both wanted an 
accompanist at short notice. Mr. Grossman, who was always 
frying to help me—it was during the time when I had to struggle 
or my existence—recommended me highly but, alas, I did not 
P ease the lady ! She wanted some one else. However, I had to 
and make the rehearsal. And she began at once to look for 
S0lne fault in me. I was a very good accompanist at that time 
and I did my best for her. But when it came to the final 
rehearsal, to which she had invited friends, she asked me sud- 
uily to transpose the accompaniment two tones higher. She 
n °f feel in possession of her low notes that day, it seems. 
Now, to transpose two tones higher is a terrible task. One 
one or half a tone is easy, but two tones cannot be improvise 
Huickly. A string or wind instrument, having to play only one 
0 e at a time, can transpose it very easily, but for a pianist 1 
S Vei Y difficult and should be prepared beforehand. A 11, ! 
^jjrse I made a few mistakes. “ Oh,” she cried, " stop, stop! 
, at an inferior pianist you are; you cannot even transpose 
G yet you are attempting to play my accompaniment. i 
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made a very bad impression upon everybody and I suffered very 
much from that confusion. 

At that embarrassing moment the good Mr. Grossman inter¬ 
vened and said in a very loud voice, “ But Madame, you have 
asked him an impossible thing. I do not know whether there 
is an accompanist anywhere who could transpose two tones 
higher at sight! Impossible—it should have been prepared.” 
That was one of my most unpleasant experiences and I suffered 
from it at the time, but fortunately it is an attribute of human 
nature to forget unpleasant experiences, though sometimes they 
come back and lift their heads—as to-day. 

It was a very touching episode in my relations with Gross- 
man. I always remembered his kind intervention in my favour; 
he came to my rescue at a bad moment. However, I played at 
that concert later, when it came off, but it was not necessary to 
transpose then because the lady had recovered her voice ! . 

On the other hand, to offset this experience, there were 
moments of very high satisfaction to me as an accompanist. I 
remember one particularly, the first time Leopold Auer, famous 
violinist, came to Warsaw; at that time he was at the climax 
of his career, enjoying enormous success everywhere. He played 
with the orchestra and also gave a recital, and then he promised 
to play at the Conservatory. It was in 1878 when I was just 
finishing my studies there. He had promised to play some new 
compositions. They were new at that time because they were 
absolutely unknown in Poland and unknown in Russia. They 
were the Symphonie Espagnole by Lalo, and a suite for violin 
by Ferdinand Ries. 

He asked for one of the professors of the Conservatory to 
accompany him. It was difficult and quite modern music. The 
Director called together all the professors, and asked who could 
best accompany Auer. No one dared attempt it. So he sent for 
me. “ Paderewski,” he said, ” we are in a great difficulty and 
you must help us out. You are the only one who can. You must 
accompany Leopold Auer this afternoon in his recital. And take 
care,” he warned, anxiously, " because Auer is a splendid artist 
and must have a fine accompanist. Unfortunately, he has no 
time for rehearsal and so you must play for him at sight 
Well, I was rather overwhelmed at first, but I did it. I had 
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never seen the music before but I read it easily and all went well 
to Auer's satisfaction. 

I must confess that I was not deeply concerned, for at that 
lime I did not mind technical difficulties, because I had no 
technique myself, and the correctness of piano playing was 
something absolutely indifferent to me. So accompaniments 
Presented no great difficulties. Auer was delighted and said. 
The next concert I give, Paderewski, you must play for me 
a gain. I do not want any other accompanist. ? And so I accom¬ 
panied him on his return. He remembered that even a few years 
ago, the year before he died, when he was a very old man; in 
f act. I’m told this little story is in his biography. He was the 
greatest teacher of the violin ever known. He was for the violin 
as great a master as Leschetizky for the piano. 

I did not mention when speaking about the artists at the house 
°r Grossman that I met there an artist who had been very 
1 upful to me, in fact she was the first pianist to play my com¬ 
positions, Madame Essipoff. I met her there first in the fall 
of 1883. I gave her some of my compositions then. She was 
interested in those Variations in A Minor, and she played them 
° r the first time in Vienna and also played them in her own 
concerts. I met her later on when I went to Leschetizky. She 
;.:f Vef y interested and helpful to me always. She was, in- 
Cl entally, one of the many wives of Leschetizky. He used to 
,, p in feet he frequently said it, and always with great delight, 
People call me Bluebeard, and yet, unlike Bluebeard, all my 
g 1Ves are alive! I have had only four wives, and that is not 
D’ S** when compared to Eugene d’Albert, for instance. 

hert has had eight. That is surely a record number,” 
j ^ °f which reminds me that d’Albert was another musician 
jj ! me * a * Bock’s house in Berlin. He was a pupil of Liszt. 
S tiu^ e d in Berlin and made a sensation. He was quite a boy 
yoi * a ^ 0u ^ e i&hteen years of age. He was about three years 
Plav ^L er than I. He made an immense impression upon me. He 
f e U e beautifully, with such dash and temperament—a little 
hut 1 ■’ ei Y. sma h in stature, not much to look at at the piano, 
e X p r 1S .Playing was remarkable at that time technically and in 
unr, ri too. But even so there was always something a little 
in his playing—too many mannerisms. It was not 
playing. It was much more pleasant to listen to him 
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with one's eyes closed. He was a very good Beethoven player. 
As a natural gift for piano playing, his was an absolutely re¬ 
markable talent. 

Unfortunately, he started composing operas. That was a 
mistake. He expected to make much money with them, and he 
did make some, but he could have made much more if he had 
remained a pianist only, because there was not much personality 
in his compositions while there was great personality in his 
piano playing. His compositions were mediocre. Also, let me 
add to all this, he was married every two or three years. 

I had known him at that time in Berlin. As a gesture of 
admiration, my Variations in A Minor were dedicated to him. 
I do not know whether he ever played them or not. There is 
a certain etiquette—let us call it—among pianists that they rarely 
play compositions of other living pianists. There are sometimes 
exceptions of course, though generally they wait until one is 
dead! 

I have not seen d’Albert for thirty years or more. I lost sight 
of him. The last time I heard him was about three years ago in 
Geneva. He played well, but in a negligent way, very careless. 
There were moments of remarkable beauty 1 and there were also 
moments of very tedious and mediocre playing. It was evident 
that he did not care for piano playing except just as a means for 
earning a little money. It was a pity. 

Then suddenly about three years ago there came from Evian 
a letter from one of his daughters, enclosing a note of intro¬ 
duction from him. She wanted very much to meet me. Of 
course, I wrote at once and asked her to come, and she came 
with her sister to tea on a Sunday. One of them brought her 
little child with her, a grandchild of d’Albert. 

It was just before my severe illness when I was many years 
younger than I am now. When I came into the room to greet 
them, they seemed a little embarrassed; in fact they looked at 
me in surprise. I noticed it and said at once, “ What is the 
matter? What disturbs you?” They hesitated for a moment 
and then one of the daughters said, quite seriously, “ Well, you 
see, you surprised me. We understood that you were two or 
three years older than our father.” " I am,” I replied, " I 
am.” “ But,” she continued, “ how is that? My father looks 
so much older than you.” 




Alfred Paderewski, at three and at eleven years. 
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Then I laughed and said, “ That is very easily explained. 
You see it is because I have not been married as many times 
as your father!” 

Well, that was an awful moment, for they, it seems, were 
the children of his fourth wife. They were not at all pleased 
with my answer. It was a very unfortunate joke. 


II 

We have again gone far afield with these memories, but they 
are all very vital to me still. My first years of study in Berlin. 
This period was with Kiel, you will remember, and I stayed 
throughout the year studying and then returned to Warsaw for 
my vacation—a greatly needed vacation, for I had put in a 
tremendous year of work. 

I found upon my return to Warsaw that almost everybody, 
friends, fellow students, etc., laughed at my intention of going 
on with my studies. They all said, “ Why? You have studied 
enough, you do not need to study any more.” “ But,” I 
answered, “ I feel I need still to study, even composition,” 
though I had already made quite a serious work of that. “ No, 
you know enough already,” they argued; “ stay here, we need 
you. The superior class of piano is offered you—stay here in 
Warsaw.” And so it happened I remained there. I listened to 
them. My funds were very low—so I was obliged to start again 
as piano teacher. The same old story ! 

But it was wrong—completely, as I soon found out. There 
was a very good reason for my fellow students to wish my help 
at this moment in the Conservatory. There were two factions 
among the musicians then, one representing the Conservatory 
and the other a kind of Municipal Society, which was a rival of 
the Conservatory and a very keen competitor. So a real fight 
arose between these two institutions. It had assumed very big 
proportions and naturally the students at the Conservatory 
wanted some one of their own to help them fight their ba ttles. 
They felt I was qualified and saw I was in rather a ghting 
mood on my return. Hence their eagerness to have me abandon 
my idea of going back to study with Kiel and remain in Warsaw 
and help them with their fight. I was very interested in this 
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controversy and always ready for a little speech-making. This 
speech-making in my youth was of great value to me years after 
in my political career. I must have had a natural inclination, 
an inborn technique as we say of the piano, for it. So I stayed 
at the Conservatory, where I was offered a superior class of 
piano pupils. It was a very great distinction, and I accepted, 
encouraged, of course, by those false friends. But I was forced 
then to play myself. I had to show my pupils how to do certain 
things, which without playing I would not have been able to 
do. And so I began to practise a little, and my class became 
very successful, scoring a real triumph at the examinations. Yes, 
it seems, I was a very good teacher, but I do not like it. I prefer 
to give ten concerts rather than one lesson ! It takes much more 
of my energy, I assure you. It is a very exhausting profession. 

It will not be without interest to know that I worked extremely 
hard during all that time I was teaching, because I realised that 
my general education was lacking a great deal. So I then 
started a course of studies. I was teaching in the daytime, earn¬ 
ing my living, and in the evening, from eight to twelve, I had 
every night my own lessons. I studied Latin, Mathematics, 
Literature, History. I had four teachers coming every day. It 
was expensive and I had to give many extra lessons to pay their 
fees. Sometimes I gave as many as nine or ten piano lessons a 
day. And I really acquired some serious knowledge. Certain 
things have been, perhaps, useless, but a great deal was very 
necessary. Knowledge is the only thing that can enrich but 
cannot be taken from one. 

It was while I was teaching in the Conservatory that I met 
by chance, at the house of an old friend, the editor of a popular 
daily newspaper. We had rather a long talk together, I recall, 
about music, and then, quite suddenly, he said, “ Now, I have 
an idea—what you’re saying interests me very much. Why 
don’t you write some articles about music, some criticisms, and 
so forth? and I will print them.” 

I was rather surprised at this offer, I must say. It did not 
tempt me very much at first, but he was very insistent. Then I 
told him that if I had time I should like to write a few articles 
because it would be useful, but I had not the leisure then. The 
newspaper in question belonged to what we call now the 
“ yellow press.” It was extremely fond of printing scandals and 
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did not appeal to me at all. And there was still another reason 
why I could not accept this offer. I did not find myself mature 
enough then to criticise artists. I could teach pupils at the Con¬ 
servatory, yes, but to express judgment, to make an opinion 
(because a critic sometimes creates opinion) and to pronounce 
verdicts upon artists takes an authority, and I did not th n 
consider myself an authority. I knew that from time to time 
could have written better criticisms than some experienced 
writers because I knew music better, and those who write very 
often cannot judge fairly because they do not know their subject. 
But at that time I was not ready for making criticism for the 
simple reason that I had no bitterness in myself. I do not know 
if critics must have bitterness, but generally they have. I must 

confess I always feel that. . 

But to go back to that proposition of the editor in question, it 
happened that I read a few days later in his paper a criticism 
which made me perfectly wild. It was a severe, unjustifi sd, and 
violent attack upon a fine artist who made a great impression on 
me. It was written by somebody who first of all di I not riiow 
anything about music, and also because he was evidently dis¬ 
pleased with the applause and a little ovation that was given to 
the artist. It was personal spite on his part. That should never 
enter musical criticism. 

Now there is a great deal of that incomprehensible envy which 
can suddenly move to bitterness and anger even people who do 
not belong to the profession. Why? I have never been able 
to understand why. I can understand perfectly well that 
musicians who are not successful envy colleagues more fortunate 
than themselves. Yes. I understand that same feeling among 
literary men, painters, sculptors, etc., but I cannot understand 
for instance, how a clerk in a business enterprise can bitterly 
envy an actor or a musician. But that happens. And not only 
those in an inferior position. I have seen people occupying very 
high places in society, enjoying all the privileges that su chi high 
positions can give, the possession of a fortune and a mult a i s 
of friends, and then feeling envious of the admiration tha a 
singer, for instance, enjoys. I never could understan 
is some strange quality of human nature. , 

At any rate, when I read that criticism which made me so 
angry I went directly to the newspaper and asked for the editor. 
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I was in a great state of excitement. “ Now,” I said, “lam 
ready. I am going to write for your newspaper. I have 
decided.' I was fired with a holy indignation. The editor, who 
was a very agreeable man and a very astute one, realised at 
once that I was in a fighting mood and still he wanted me. “ I 
am delighted, he cried, “ for I still want you and will give you 
a ^ ree ' iar, d. Tou can write what you like.” And so we made 
our bargain and I began at once. The editor was true to his 
word and did give me a free hand. 

I think I can say this much for my articles, that never in any 
O uier paper in the world have there been, before or since, so 
many friendly, well-wishing and encouraging criticisms as I was 
tu n writing for that paper! Everybody was praised—every¬ 
body ! That was my reaction—a mighty reaction to those sour 
critics. I was as violent in my way of feeling as they were in 
theirs. I had become bitter in a just cause. There is a very 
charming and appropriate aphorism that I think I may quote 
here. It applies so well to my own state of mind at that time. It 
was Heine (unless I am very much mistaken) who said it and 
probably in one of his numerous essays or criticisms. Heine was 
witty and very caustic, bitter at times. He coupled words some¬ 
what to this effect: 

" The sourest wines make the best of vinegar. 

The best musicians, the sourest critics.” 

Though not exactly quoted, I am sorry to say, that is the sense 
and gist of it and makes the point of my story. 

Well, I enjoyed the work very much. It was a great effort 
because I was not only teaching, but had my own studies in 
Latin and history, etc., to prepare. I worked far into the night. 

I would go to the concert, and after the concert hurry to the 
newspaper office to write the criticism. It was a heavy burden 
and I had to economise my sleep, but I managed it somehow 
and continued the work for a year. 

During this period I lived in the Adamowski family, who 
were my beloved friends, and still are, those that are left. You 
see, I left the Kerntopf household after I finished my studies t 
the Conservatory. As long as I was a student, it was quite all 
right to live in that crowd of children, and the family life was 
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very comfortable and pleasant—but when I grew up and became 
a teacher myself, I had to have an entirely different way of 
living. It was a necessity. A little drawing-room where I could 
teach, and a bedroom, etc. And so it came about that I went to 
live with the Adamowskis, w r ho arranged a proper place for me. 
This was a happy time of living and companionship. The two 
Adamowski boys, Tim and Joseph, were my companions from 
the very beginning of my student life—my first intimate friends 
outside the Kerntopf family that I held in the greatest affection. 
That I still hold through all these years—a friendship that has 
gone through a lifetime, although Joseph Adamowski died a 
few years ago in Boston and only Tim remains. 

Well, my life went on along the lines laid down for it. I 
taught, studied, and wrote. Incessant work. The results at that 
time seemed rather meagre to me. I was still seeking and long¬ 
ing for my heart’s desire. That feeling never left me, and after 
a year of that pedagogical work I realised absolutely that there 
was something in me as a pianist. It became a deep conviction. 
As I look back upon it I think that conviction was always there, 
in the depths and roots of my being in spite of constant dis¬ 
couragement. It was then that I said, “ Now it is enough— 
enough of teaching!” 

At that moment the inner conviction became a reality never to 
be shaken again. I was determined then upon a pianistic career, 
but I realised that first of all I must go away and finish my 
studies of composition, which had been interrupted. So I re¬ 
turned to Berlin. But before going there I had to do something 
about my poor boy, who had become very ill. I took him to my 
father because he was living in a place where there was a possi¬ 
bility of having a good physician. He was already showing a 
serious weakness in walking. It was practically the beginning 
of infantile paralysis. But in those days they did not know much 
about that dreadful affliction. The boy was then about four years 
old. He was very clever and had an unusually high order of 
intelligence. But his poor frail body made him even then a 
complete invalid. His illness was progressing very slowly and 
without possibility of cure. No, I did not realise it then nobody 
knew really, even the physicians, and I took him to many. A 
“ Weakness in the legs ” was the diagnosis of the last physician 
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I consulted. But he did not know. It was a tragedy, a constant 
anxiety to me. 

My return to Berlin the second time was an important step 
in my musical career. This time I studied with Professor Urban, 
a very able man who gave me a very sound and solid foundation 
for my orchestration. Urban was a pupil of the great Kiel, a 
very special teacher of orchestration. But that knowledge of 
orchestration was already in me, so to speak, on account of 
having studied and played so many instruments. So I worked 
on with Urban, but always in the back of my mind was that 
intention of having a pianistic career. So I continued to play 
on—by myself. 

I want to mention that it was while I was studying orches¬ 
tration with Urban that I met Alexander Lambert, who was 
also a pupil of Urban at that time. And that was the beginning 
of another friendship which lasted for many years. We were 
both students there together, although he was further advanced 
in his work than I was. Later on he became a very well-known 
musician in New York and he was certainly a remarkable 
teacher. He had a great many pupils all the years of his life 
and he was a man of exceedingly strong character. 

Although this is not exactly in sequence, I have just now 
thought of an experience, a very amusing one, I had at a con¬ 
cert. I think it must be included somewhere in these first 
chapters, so here it is. I was to play in a concert with my friend 
Gorski, a violinist of some importance, a professor at the Con¬ 
servatory in Warsaw. I was just beginning my career, but, as 
I told you, already recognised as a good accompanist. He asked 
me to go on a short tour with him. We went to a small watering- 
place. It was just a little Evian in Poland—we have plenty of 
those watering-places in my country and some of them are 
extremely good, worthy of any Vichy or Spa or Aix-les-Bains, 
but they lack development and advertisement. 

At one of these places we decided to give our first concert. 
There were several thousand people there taking the treatment, 
mostly Jews who were not interested in music, but only interested 
in their “ cure.” However, as there were still several hundred 
cultivated musical people at this particular place, we thought it 
worth while to give a concert for them. We found on arrival a 
great discouragement immediately. There was no piano to be 
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had except a very old instrument, the hammers of which w ere 
in a pitiable condition. They would respond to the touch by 
lifting easily, but alas! they would not fall back again they 
remained immovable in the air! It is impossible to describe the 
agony of this. I found I could not play at all. What was to be 
done with these immovable hammers hanging in the air and the 
tone still sounding. They would go up, but never, never down s 
We tried to rehearse our programme. I was sure of the accom¬ 
paniments, that was the most important part as the violinist was 
the star performer and an experienced artist. I felt that perhaps 
I could manage the accompaniments and the violin would some¬ 
how carry us through. But my solo pieces, what was I to do 

about them? . , c 

Well, I worked over the hammers, trying m every way to fix 

them, and then I sat down at the piano to play, but it was no 
use. Up they flew into the air and there they stayed. * nis 
is horrible ” I cried to the violinist who was standing by, we 
must do something. I can never, never play even one nece on 
this piano.” It was a dreadful moment. I was in a frenzy. 

There was with us a young student who had come along on 
the tour just for fun. He was a pupil of the violinist and or- 
tunately a very good colleague of mine. He was with us at this 
crucial moment and eager to help. “ Wait. I have a plan, an 

idea. I think I can help you.” . 

“ How?” we both shouted. " How? It’s impossible. 

“ Well,” he answered, “ when you begin to play, I will stand 
close to the piano and push the hammers down just as quickly as 
they go up. I can easily do that and you will then be able to 
play and I don’t think the audience will really notice—I can do 
it so quickly.” Well, it was certainly an ingenuous idea and 
our last resort, and we had to do something, so we agreed to it 
and hoped for some good results. 

The concert started but it started with an incident, a very 
unusual one and very amusing. The prefect of the place d . e 
to come to the concert. He was a Russian Genera , as e 
country was ruled by Russia then. He arrived m a grea 
carriage, very showy and dashing, and was attended by several 
tall Cossacks. He was the master of the entire district and 
declared that he would not only like to listen to the concert, but 
he even would pay for his tickets, which was most magnanimous 
P.M. ° 
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on his part. But although he would gladly pay admission he 
said he would not mingle with the public! He was far above 
that! So he continued, “ I can only come on one condition, 
and that is that you open wide the windows and I myself, my 
wife and all my children will listen to your concert—but from 
the outside !" 

So, after these arrangements were made we began the concert, 
my friend standing close to the piano pushing down the hammers 
as quickly as they flew up into the air. The accompaniments 
for the violinist were not so bad—there were little chords, etc., 
at first and then some arpeggios, so our young helper had not 
to work so very hard, and of course not all the hammers were 
defective. But when it came to my solos, ah! then you should 
have seen him. His hands went like lightning. They flew like 
birds from side to side. He had to lean way across the piano— 
back and forth he weaved and darted in constant motion. He 
worked much harder than I. I was simply playing, but he had 
to do all the work, pushing those unruly hammers back into 
place continually. What an experience ! It was a race between 
us, and try as he would he could never quite keep up with me— 
the piano always came out victor. 

Some of the audience finally caught on, and even rose in their 
seats to look. They could not understand what was happening, 
and it must have been a strange sight. After the concert was 
over I hurried out and mingled with the crowd, for I was, I con¬ 
fess, curious to hear their comments. They did not notice me 
as they were all talking so busily together. I could hear what 
some of them were saying, which was just what I wanted. It 
was most interesting. They gathered in groups, excitedly dis¬ 
cussing the concert. “ And how,” one asked, *' did you like 
that young pianist?” " Oh, very well. He was all right, but 
the other one, you know, the second pianist who was playing at 
the back of the piano, he was the best, I think, and he worked 
much harder than the other! He was the real artist, make no 
mistake!” 
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IV 


Vienna : Leschetizky and Rubinstein 

I 

Now to turn back for a moment to my decision to have a 
pianistic career, a resolve that came to me when I was finishing 
my studies in orchestration with Urban in Berlin. It was about 
this time I went for a short vacation to Poland to a place in the 
Tatra Mountains to work on the native music of the peasants, 
and there I met Madame Modjeska, the famous Polish actress. 
She was still very beautiful. I had seen her before but only on 
the stage. She was considered the most admirable artist in our 
dramatic theatre. 

She was distinguished in every way and had a specially 
beautiful speaking voice. She had a graceful figure, too, but 
still there was something in her movements on the stage that 
perhaps was, shall we say, not so elastic, not so abandoned as 
Bernhardt, for instance. Modjeska was of the classical school 
of acting. Acting at that time was very different from nowadays. 
It was more eloquent, more studied—" the grand manner,” as 
we call it, prevailed. It called for more oratory in those days. 
There was a style of acting, especially in the great classic 
dramas, that is completely lost now. That is why there are no 
longer actors who can play Shakespeare, or the great Greek 
dramas, and this is especially true, too, of stylised plays like 
The School for Scandal ” and “ She Stoops to Conquer.” 
ttut this is a theme that one can elaborate endlessly. 

To speak further of Modjeska, her name is graven deeply on 
. e SCr °ll of honour among actresses. She was very popular in 
n yrica, too, and there are still many people who speak of her 
enthusiastically. My meeting with her in Zakopane when I was 
Poor unknown student proved a real turning point among the 
many turning points in my career. I had already acquired some 
tittle reputation in that country, as professor at the Conserva- 
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tory, and for having published already thirty or more pieces 
for piano, which were very well received. So I was considered 
even then as somebody. Modjeska was extremely kind to me, 
as was her husband, and I was a frequent visitor in their house. 
She talked to me a great deal about my plans and my future, and 
said, “ Now you must start your career as a pianist, you must 
not wait any longer—I am convinced of that.” 

‘‘ Yes,” I said, “ that is my intention, but I haven’t a 
repertoire, and I am not yet ready for that career.” 

“But why not, why not?” she cried impatiently. 

Then I explained still further to them my difficulties, and 
obstacles. But they were very optimistic, and were so impressed 
with my playing that they seemed not to believe that I needed 
more study. My friends, you see, were always against my 
studying, against my working ! That was really tragic ! So we 
talked more and more on the subject. I said I should like to go 
to Leschetizky, who was the greatest teacher of that time and 
who had produced many pupils who played really beautifully. 
And then I said I must give a concert before leaving, in Cracow, 
which was not very far distant from the place we were in. 

Cracow is a university town. One of the oldest universities 
in the world is there, founded in 1364. It is our Oxford, you 
know—has the same kind of atmosphere and is a charming and 
interesting place, one of the most beautiful on the Continent. It 
is the ancient capital of Poland, full of beautiful monuments and 
very ancient and interesting houses. 

Cracow was a fascinating place to me and I was anxious to 
give a concert there. When I told Modjeska how much I wanted 
this, she was very enthusiastic. “ Ah,” she said, " that is 
splendid. You must give a concert in Cracow and I will help 
you. I will help you gladly.” 

Well, I was really touched and overcome at her kindness. I 
could not refuse that gracious offer because it meant for me a 
sold out house ! With my poor little following I could not have 
filled a small hall. So Modjeska came to Cracow and helped me 
with that concert. Her name on the programme was magic. She 
recited a few poems and created, as always, a furore. The house 
was crowded and it brought over 400 gulden. At that time that 
was about $200, but it was an enormous sum to me! It per¬ 
mitted me to go to Vienna and study with Leschetizky for two 
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or three months. And it was Modjeska who gave the final help 
to my dream. 

So I went to Vienna and Leschetizky with all speed—Lesche¬ 
tizky, the lode star of my early years, the greatest teacher of 
his generation. I do not know of any one who approaches h m 
now or then. There is absolutely none who can compare with 
him. He was in that respect a giant—all those I know' at the 
present moment are pygmies, measured by his standards. 

I studied with him for a few months. I had some nine or ten 
lessons but, I repeat, he was not very encouraging. First of all 
I was already a musician, with my studies as composer com¬ 
pleted, and I was already a musical personality, and he did not 
feel very comfortable about explaining to me, for instance, the 
sense and style of a composition, because in that respect perhaps 
I knew even a little more than he himself. He recognised this 
immediately. He gave me very much encouragement as a 
composer, but discouraged me positively as a pianist, saying 
that it was too late! I was at that time twenty-four and I had to 
start from the beginning—finger exercises! I had to make up 
for all the years lost w'hen nobody showed me how to w'ork. I 
was already dancing, without having learned to walk. 

But Leschetizky was kind and generous; he never charged me 
anything for the lessons—never; he gave me freely and gen¬ 
erously of his time and knowledge. But from the very first 
moment he said I could have become a great pianist if only I 
had begun to study earlier. This was heart-breaking, you know. 
If he had simply said to me, " You have no talent for P' R 
playing,” I could have borne it. I was accustomed to that 
opinion, and I would not have had to regret the past. But when 
he said that I coidd have become . . . ! Ah, that was terrible . 

Well, in spite of the verdict, I began studying with him. 
knew how to interpret—to make an effect, that I was always sure 
of. But before I came to Leschetizky I had not the slightest 
idea of how to proceed with work, and he gave me that help. 
He talked a great deal—he showed me the way—he explained. 
That is the way he used to teach. He opened up another world 
to me in my art. After those groping, struggling years, even 
in a few lessons things became clear. I began to see, to under¬ 
stand, to find my way. to know how to work. And my thank¬ 
fulness to Leschetizky is as great to-day as it was then. I cannot 
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overestimate what he did for me in his indication of the way 
to work. It was masterly. 

Later, at the beginning of my success, he did not believe it! 
He could not really understand it because, you see, he did not 
know that I was so persistent, so energetic, and so physically 
enduring that I could make good all those losses of my early 
youth. So at first he did not acknowledge me as a representative 
of his school of playing. I was not an exponent of the famous 
Leschetizky method which had produced the greatest players of 
that time. He did not believe that it was legitimate—my success. 
I did not find it very legitimate myself at the beginning, because 
the success came before I was ready to enjoy it. I could not 
fully enjoy it, because In my opinion I was not yet deserving it. 

And there was still another thing in our relationship that was 
difficult. I came to him already with a certain small reputation 
as a pianist and he, therefore, had a somewhat different attitude 
towards me than towards the usual student. I was already a 
composer of promise who deeply w'anted to learn from him, it 
is true, but one he could not teach anything concerning inter¬ 
pretation for instance, and that was very embarrassing, 
awkward for him, and it was perhaps for that reason that he 
did not encourage me. I was embarrassing him. He was ex¬ 
tremely kind and good, and liked me personally very much 
indeed. Still, he did not feel quite comfortable when I was 
taking my lesson. 

He was a wonderful man, of great brilliance. He taught me 
more in those few lessons than I had learned during the whole 
twenty-four years preceding that time. What was interesting in 
him was first of all the tone production, then there was his 
attention to rhythm. That singing tone of his was really re¬ 
markable, and there was also a certain brilliancy which was not 
always in the best taste perhaps, because it was sometimes a 
little bit decorative, a little superficial, a little flamboyant. He, 
I repeat, never considered me an exponent of his school—and 
I'll explain this more fully later on. 

I think, we may here enlarge a little particularly on my first 
impression of meeting Leschetizky. When I went to Vienna 1 
had no letters of introduction to him. I had never met him 
before and I was really rather apprehensive of my first visit to 
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him. I had to wait for a long time after reaching his house, 

because he was not an early riser. . 

His habit was to enjoy himself after his lessons very late in 
the evening. He had his dinner rather late, and when he used to 
go to concerts or opera, his supper was after that, whi h was 
contrary to the tradition of all the Viennese people. As you 
know, in Vienna theatrical performances (especially the opera) 
began very early, usually before seven, but by ten o’clock 
everything was over and every man was armed with a key o 
his house; otherwise he would have to pay a little sum fo tl 
janitor to get in! So people were orderly, conservative, and 
economical, and came provided with a key. But such was^ not 
the case with Leschetizky. He lived in his own villa, and e 
used to take his meals as most artists do, very late in the 
evening, and then he sat till three or four o’clock playing cards, 
or for preference billiards, because it gave him a little exercise, 
after w'hich he used to go for a walk. Consequently ht got up 
very late and his day always began after eleven. I came well 
before eleven for my first appointment and I had to wait or a 
long time. A very long time it seemed to me in my anxiety. 

When he finally received me, I was delighted to notice that 
my name was familiar to him. It was already familiar on 
account of those Variations in A Minor which his wife, Madame 
Essipoff-Leschetizky, had played almost everywhere. I owe a 
great debt of gratitude to her for having been the first pianist 
to play my compositions before a large and cultured public. 

So he received me very cordially and talked about composi 
tions, and about modern music. Then he sat down at the piano 
and played for me, with notes, of course, some of t e lennese 
composers, who paid him the tribute of their admiration by 
offering him their own compositions. 

He did not know in those first few moments that it was my 
intention to play for him. He really thought l just came to 
Present some compositions. When I told him th it mj mt< ;n °n 
was to have some piano lessons with him, he was very mu 
surprised, amazed in fact. . , , , - 

But,” he exclaimed, ” have you not already p 
public?” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ but not in very important places. I have 
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given a number of concerts but I played mostly my own composi¬ 
tions, because I have no repertoire as yet.” 

Then he was frightened !—disturbed, upset! “ And you in¬ 
tend to make a repertoire, to start study now as a virtuoso, at 
your age ? Do you realise what you are saying ? It is impossible, 
I tell you.” He became greatly agitated then and walked about 
the room nervous and irritated. It was evident that he was at 
a complete loss to know what to say to me. In this moment of 
suspense I felt completely at his mercy—there was nothing I 
could say or do. My world crumbled into ruins in those few 
moments. Finally he stopped his walk, pulled himself together 
and said, “ Well, at any rate play me something—play some¬ 
thing for me now, it does not matter what.” 

So I played; of course, my own compositions. He listened 
very attentively—quietly—then he said, “You have a great 
many qualities as a pianist. You have a natural technique, but 
it lacks so very much. But still you have the principal quality, 
that is tone. Without having studied, you already know how to 
vary that tone, how to give different expressions with your 
fingers alone, and there is still something else which is quite 
remarkable, and that is—your pedalling! That is perhaps the 
most extraordinary thing, that any one who has not seriously 
studied the piano can realise the enormous importance of pedal¬ 
ling. But you are a musician, I see, and it is that musical 
instinct that leads you in using so properly the principal means 
of expression—the pedal. But, I am afraid there will be too 
much to do with your fingers, because they lack absolutely 
discipline !” He was so positive, so sure, an almost infallible 
judgment. 

" I am afraid you do not know how to work!” He put his 
finger on it immediately. My tragedy ! My heart almost lost a 
beat at these fateful words. I was fearful that he would not 
accept me as a pupil. 

“ If I decide to give you a few lessons,” he continued, ” you 
must start with finger exercises and some Czerny studies.” A 
pupil again! 

I confess I was not prepared for that! I knew Czerny—master 
of finger exercises, of course, because I myself was teaching my 
own pupils Czerny, but it is quite a different thing to teach some¬ 
body, than to do it yourself. There is almost as much difference 
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as between preaching and acting. But I took these studies, and 
according to his instructions I started with finger exercises. Of 
course, I could not improve in a few weeks or months, even, 
because bad habits were already deeply rooted in me, an ama¬ 
teurish way of treating the piano, just playing the piano, finger¬ 
ing— anyhow! Just as anybody does who is a good reader at 
sight, who does not care for technique and only cares for notes. 
It did not matter to me with what finger I played the notes, the 
principal thing was to play them—to produce the sound. 

So after the first few lessons, Leschetizky, who did not usually 
prepare pupils himself (he had many fine pupils who did the 
preparatory work), got discouraged, and even extremely ner¬ 
vous. If he had sent me to one of these teachers first, it would 
have been easier for him, much simpler, because he would not 
then have had the annoyance and bother of listening to finger 
exercises. He was too much of an artist to watch my progress. 
But he did it—he endured that boredom like a great dancing 
master who has to teach some one how to walk ! 

It was out of his great kindness, his generosity, that he thought 
it could be done in a few days, and for several weeks I was 
really making mistakes like a small child, because I had never 
been taught how to use my fingers. He made this great excep¬ 
tion in my favour out of consideration for me, and the realisation 
too that I had passed far beyond the pupil stage. It was a 
difficult position for him and for me too. 

There lies the principal reason why he discouraged me so 
many times. " It is too late ! too late !” he would say. ° u 
cannot become a great pianist because you have wasted your 
time in studying perhaps more pleasant things for yourself, such 
as counterpoint, the orchestration, and so on.” There was 
always a kind of reproach in his attitude—that I knew too 
much ! Not friction exactly, but that was his little revenge. He 
wanted to put the piano playing always on a higher level even 
tli tn composition. 

fiut in spite of all this, I learnt a few pieces with him. I learnt 

Concerto of Saint-Saens well enough to play it a year later at 
Strasbourg with the orchestra, so you see I made great prog¬ 
ress. Before, I would never have been able to play in such a 
way, and with the consciousness that it was well done. I played, 
a ko, a few pieces by Bach, one Sonata of Beethoven, one of the 
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easiest, and then one by Schumann, and a few short pieces. 
That was all I played with him during my first three or four 
months’ study. There were some nine or ten lessons altogether. 
This was my first visit with Leschetizky—I went back again 
later, as you will see. 

Although my student life was a happy one in Vienna, 
I worked very hard. I had absolutely no relaxation -it w< 
work, work, work. The conditions were such that I had to take 
advantage of every moment to repair what the past had so bur¬ 
dened me with. I had to—there was not a moment to lose. I 
had nothing else than an absolute devotion to my wprk. I used 
to practise seven hours a day during all that stay in V ienna 
and my recreation and amusement? Well, my lessons with 
Leschetizky filled my horizon, for that was study and recreation 
and inspiration at the same time. But I did read a great deal 
and not only newspapers. I was already very much interested 
in politics and read many different books. I read too much, 
perhaps. 

I lived then in two very humble rooms not far from Lesche- 
tizky’s villa. For many years I had them, and into these little 
rooms were crowded all the memories of my struggles and dis¬ 
appointments—the years of hard unceasing work—my first 
debut in Vienna and my first composition of a large form (my 
Concerto was written there, you know). In these two httle 
rooms, so small you could have put them into this one, all these 
poignant memories w 7 ere crowded. From them I went forth o 
meet life, and out of that sentiment I was very much attached to 
them and kept them for many years after I became a successful 

pianist. , , ,, . „ . T 

When I left Vienna and established myself in 89 m Pans, I 

still kept those rooms, although I rarely went there, especially 
after my long American tours. I even offered to buy the house 
when the owner sold it. But I learned too late about the sale. 
When I applied for it the house was gone. Those little rooms 
were very precious to me. I am sorry I could not buy the house. 
But perhaps it was a kind Fate after all! It would have been 
a great burden to me now. 

Another souvenir of those cherished rooms was a spider. I 
have not yet told you the story of the spider—my spider. That is 
such a charming story of my youth. One day I was practising in 
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my little room in Vienna. Among the pieces I was then studying, 
and which I had to play every day as a finger exercise, was a 
certain study by Chopin, a study in thirds. I was just starting 
to work—I lit the candles and sat down at the piano. The room 
was very dark, you know, there were so many tall shrubs grow¬ 
ing close to the window. Then, suddenly in the midst of my 
playing, there came down from the ceiling right on to the piano 
desk, something like a tiny silver thread. It attracted my atten¬ 
tion and I looked a little closer, and then I saw—a spider 
attached to it. He hung there motionless and appeared to be 
listening to my playing, and as long as I played that particular 
study in thirds, the little spider remained there perfectly still on 
his line. 

And now comes the interesting thing. After finishing the study 
in thirds, I went on to another study—in sixths this time, and 
the moment I began it, the spider turned himself quickly about, 
and hurried up to the ceiling. Well, it struck me at the moment 
as very funny, and I was interested and deeply intrigued. I said 
to myself, “ Now, I must see whether that spider is really 
musical or not—whether he meant to come down to listen on 
Purpose, or by accident.” So I suddenly stopped my study in 
sixths, and quickly started again the one in thirds. Instantly, 
down came the little spider! He seemed to slide down his 
^ne, and this time to the very end, and sat on the piano desk 
And listened. He did not seem at all frightened, only deeply 
interested in the music. 

He had aroused my interest greatly and I wondered if he 
would appear the next morning. I was very curious about him 
—-I felt sure I should see him again. Well, he did appear the 
moment I began my day’s work with the thirds. That little 
thread still hung from the ceiling, and down he came the mo¬ 
ment I touched the piano, and this same thing continued all 
hiaii day, and the next day and for many weeks he came—he 
was a faithful companion. Whenever I started the study in 
birds, the little spider came quickly to the piano desk and lis¬ 
tened. After a time I arrived so far as to be able to see his eyes— 
° brilliant, like tiny, shining diamonds. He would sit immov¬ 
able, or hang immovable I should say, during that Chopin 
Etude, perfectly content and perfectly quiet. But the moment 
I stopped that particular study, back he went quickly to the 
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ceiling and disappeared. Sometimes, I used to think quite 

angrily. 

When the vacation time came I confess I Eelt strangely anx¬ 
ious about the spider. What would become of him, I wondered. 
“ Shall I find him when I return?” I asked myself. He 1 d 
become a part of my daily practice, a kind of companion, and 1 
knew I should miss him. When I returned in September, 1 
looked for him everywhere. I looked for the little line, but it 
no longer hung from the ceiling. I played my study in thirds, 
again and again I played it, but I could not find my spider 
friend. The room seemed empty and lonely without him. What 
had happened to him? Had some careless housemaid crushed 
out his little life, or had he, lonely and discouraged with tht 
closed piano and silent room, gone elsewhere ? I could only 
hope so. But the days went on, and I never saw my spid r 
friend again. 

During my time of study with Leschetizky, there happened 
something of real interest and importance. Certain musicians of 
Vienna decided to establish a club of their own, and a circular 
was sent to all teachers and music students inviting them to join. 
The club was organised by Leschetizky and it was at the first 
meeting that I was introduced by Leschetizky himself. It was on 
that occasion, too, that I met for the first time Johannes 
Brahms, among the most famous of the musicians in Vienna. 

It was a very nice and intimate gathering of musicians just 
among themselves, and I was invited, with some other young 
pianist, to play a few pieces of my own, and Brahms listened 
and expressed himself very graciously and favourably to me 

d I' renumber well the opinion that he expressed about 
the Sonata for piano and violin which was played at a later 
meeting of that club. When he heard it he listened attentively 
as always, and then he said, “ Well, Paderewski, it is very effec¬ 
tive. very fine, but it is not chamber music; it is a concert 
Sonata.’ That was a little criticism and a valuable one, I 
thought. At the same time it was also a kind of appreciation. 

Then many gatherings followed the establishment of the club 
and I attended them all and had plenty of opportunities of seeing 
Br-hmr and talking with him. Brahms was rather a silent per¬ 
son I cannot say otherwise. Even when I visited Brahms alone 
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on one occasion, to hear his opinion of one of my compositior s, 
I had not the impression that he was a very communicative or 
a very learned man. But he knew’ a great deal in many ways, 
I think. He was not a very highly educated man and I don t 
believe that he ever had time to take much interest in things 
aside from music. But I think he was interested in politics. X 
had that impression, although I had no opportunity of 
approaching the subject with him. I wish I had, because politics 
even then interested me tremendously. 

Brahms lived in Vienna and I saw him very often during my 
stay there. He was unfailingly kind to me. But he was not 
usually very" kind—he had the reputation of being rather brutal 
at times and he was fond of being brutal—or shall we say 
brusque—he enjoyed it, though I don’t feel that by nature he 
was really brutal—it was just a kind of pose, a protection to 
hide his great sensitiveness. No one could have w'ritten like 
Brahms who was not highly sensitive. He was short, very 
stout, with a tremendous belly and a great beard. Rather a 
caricature of Jupiter, because the face was that of Jupiter. A 
fine head, a very fine head, short legs and very small feet. 
Brahms never taught. I approached him on one occasion with 
the purpose of asking him whether he would perhaps give me a 
few lessons. But he would not consider it. No, he said. 
” No. I never teach. I have no time. And besides, you lo 
not need any further tuition. You can become your own teacher 
now. You do not need me.” His refusal, however, was a very 
real disappointment to me. 

There were two men then reigning alternatively in the field 
of music. On one side there was a very big camp of W agnerians, 
and on the other there were the followers of the old classical 
masters, who worshipped Brahms. The official musicians, I 
mean the Academy of Music and all the Conservatories (there 
were a number of them in Berlin), were of course all for Brahms. 
But the public was for Wagner, and the attraction ol; Wagner 
was still enhanced by the fact that it was connected with t ut r- 
tainment, that is the opera. The opera is really entertainment, 
you know. So Brahms had a rather restricted number of fol¬ 
lowers. But, as in Germany there is always a necessity for at 
least one great composer of symphonies (to satisfy the traditions 
of Beethoven, Schumann, and Mendelssohn, etc.), and Brahms 
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was a very great exponent of symphonic music, of pure music, 
the press as well as all real music lovers always spoke in highest 
terms of enthusiasm and admiration for Brahms. For instance, 
Joachim was very much against Wagner, though he admired 
his cleverness. But he was personally greatly attached to 
Brahms, and particularly as Brahms was recommended to the 
musical world by Schumann, whom Joachim adored. 

You remember perhaps reading that when Brahms first ap¬ 
peared before Robert Schumann, he made such a deep impres¬ 
sion upon him that he wrote and published in his musical news¬ 
papers in Leipsig, an article about Brahms which opened with 
these challenging words, “ Gentlemen ! Hats off! A genius I 
Schumann actually called him a genius. It was perhaps exces¬ 
sive because Brahms was not such a genius, he was a great 
master, a really wonderful composer, especially of chamber 
music, but he could not be compared with Bach and not even 
with Schumann himself. 

While I was in Vienna, I enjoyed very much the operatic 
performances, but still more the theatrical performances, the 
dramas, the comedies especially. I had very definite ideas about 
the theatre even then. Of course, the theatre in Vienna was on 
a much higher plane than in Berlin. There was a stamp of 
officialdom in everything in Berlin, owing to that military system 
and the strong iron hand of the Government. In Vienna there 
was much more freedom, much more possibility for the display 
of personalities. There was a charm and sparkle in the very 
atmosphere there—a charm in the people, charm in everything ! 
Vienna was a city of charm, and I am still very fond of it. It is 
the city of my heart. 

Yes, Vienna, which is one of the most beautiful and sympa¬ 
thetic cities on the Continent, was at that time a very gay place. 
It reflected the mood of the people. There was much splendid 
music, the orchestra, the Philharmonic, being one of the finest 
in the world (much finer than the Berlin Philharmonic). There 
was only one orchestra which could be compared to it, even in 
some ways superior, the orchestra of the Conservatory of Paris. 
The violins were better in Vienna, but the wind instruments of 
the Paris orchestra were superior to those of any other orchestra 
in the world. 

These remarks about the orchestras are a little digression on 
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my part, I know, from our main theme, but it is an unusual 
story and it may be of some interest to use it here. That Paris 
orchestra was a little republic in itself which, unlike any other 
orchestra, alw'ays selected its own conductor, the conductor most 
agreeable to them and one who did not make them work too 
much. Yet in spite of that very dangerous policy, it remained 
a great orchestra. True, they lacked discipline on that account 
because the conductor was not in absolute authority. But the 
players of the wind instruments were the greatest virtuosi, and 
it was those very men who made the superiority of that orches¬ 
tra, because nobody could have been compared with those 
marvellous players of the flute, clarinet, oboe, and so forth. 

The Vienna Opera, too, was the first Opera of all the German¬ 
speaking countries. Besides, they had the finest dramatic theatre 
in the world. The cycles of Schiller and Shakespeare which 
were given every year were really of absolute perfection. They 
had a tradition to follow, you see, and the Court supported all 
these theatres very munificently. 

Life in Vienna, as I said, was very intense and very gay. The 
impression it made upon me was a deep one, although it was 
not the first great city in which I had lived—because I had 
already spent two years in Berlin. 

But the temperament of the Viennese was quite different, very 
sympathetic. There was a great variety in that population. 
While the German capital was purely German, Vienna was a 
conglomerate of many nationalities from which the Austrian 
Empire was built. There were Hungarians, there were Serbs, 
Bohemians, Slovenes, and Ruthenians. There were, of course, 
a great many Poles, and Poles played quite an important part 
in the political administration of the country. There were a great 
many representatives of the Polish people in both the Lower and 
Upper Houses. Some Polish gentlemen were occupying the 
highest positions in the Empire. Even the heads of the Govern¬ 
ment were Poles, and in that respect it was specially sympa¬ 
thetic to me. The Minister of Finance and the Minister of 
Communications, people whom I knew, were occuping those 
foremost positions. 

The Court of Vienna was guided by one of the most severe 
etiquettes in the world, so the Court did not mingle at all. It 
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was all so different, Berlin and Vienna—ah! there could have 
been no greater contrast than those two cities. 

In those poor student days I was too young and too insig¬ 
nificant to have access to any of those high places. That came 
much later. But I am convinced that I never would have en¬ 
joyed the privilege of being at the Court of Germany, or even 
at the Court of Austria, because I considered those Courts as 
well as that of Russia—as my oppressors, the oppressors of 
Poland. 

In Vienna, Leschetizky was a vital part of the musical life. 
His influence upon his students was profound, an influence that 
never died. My thoughts turn back to those days with him very 
often, even now, and I want to tell you that although his re¬ 
marks were not always encouraging for me—in spite of his 
almost systematic discouragement, telling me constantly that 
I came too late and so on—I must admit that he treated me 
with an exceptional favour. He always showed me a certain 
consideration that was very kind. Once a week there was a 
large gathering of his most advanced pupils who enjoyed private 
lessons with him, and they played before all the students. It 
was really a kind of concert but was generally spoken of as the 
“ class.” This “ class ” was greatly dreaded by the pupils as 
the standard of playing was very high, and Leschetizky sat at 
the piano ready to pour out his wrath and fury upon any pupil 
who failed to measure up to this high standard of his. He showed 
no mercy. He would at times stop a pupil and practically give 
a lesson then and there. Sometimes it was short, the corn i( n, 
but often the remarks were not only long but accompanied by 
angry words! He would storm and shout and become really 
violent. He would lose his temper, and sometimes he would be 
most unpleasant, but after his class, he would be the first one to 
go to the pupil and say, “ Well, well, it was not so bad after all.” 
He was kind, good and really very generous at heart. But as a 
teacher he was implacable. 

Now he never asked me to play in the class. There was a 
certain sparing of my feelings in that, and of my position, be¬ 
cause he felt perhaps that I could not be compared then with 
all those young musicians who were studying with him and 
playing in the classes. He knew from the start that I belonged 
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in a different place and that he could not put me among that 
crowd of pupils. It was very kind. It was thoughtful and very 
considerate. It touched me deeply. 

Leschetizky was not precisely a beautiful man in appearance, 
but he had a noble impressive head. And there was a great deal 
of magnetism about him, an extraordinary intelligence, and he 
was a very highly educated man. His German was perfect, of 
course, because he made all his studies in Vienna, though he 
was bom in Poland of a purely Polish mother—which is not 
generally remembered. As to the nationality of his father, I 
could not really tell you what it was. It was not German any¬ 
how; the name itself proves that. I think it was Slavonic, 
perhaps Ruthenian, or Bohemian. But his father used the Polish 
language; he had lived in Poland almost all his life. Lesche- 
tizky’s French was very good too. He spoke excellent French. 

The percentage of his pupils who were interesting was enor¬ 
mous. They all had a certain stamp of Leschetizky. All his 
pupils could get some beauty of tone. That applies to every 
one. Every one of his pupils could handle the piano in a 
musical way, i.e., produce a pleasing tone. They all had a 
singing tone. That was very, very important. Just as impor¬ 
tant also was the rhythm. They all, even those who had no 
sense of rhythm, played rhythmically after studying with him. 
The number of his pupils already possessing a certain name, 
and having a certain success in public, is very 7 great. 

I had my separate lessons with Leschetizky once a fortnight, 
but after every class he always asked me to come to him because 
he wanted always to be surrounded by young people who 
could amuse him and whom he could enjoy—and as I could 
Play cards, billiards, and so on, I was a very welcome com¬ 
panion. 

I had about nine or ten lessons the first time in Vienna, and 
sixteen the second time. And that was not all. I had afterwards 
some extra lessons in spite of my having already played in 
concert. I found that I could still learn something and I really 
learned from Leschetizky how to work. That is the greatest 
thing for any artist to know, how to work. I came to the con¬ 
clusion—I must express it rather paradoxically—that if one 
wishes to derive pleasure from the piano for himself he should 
just play. If he wishes that other people have pleasure from his 
p.m. H 
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playing, he must work ! I had just begun to realise that. I 
needed baptising by fire by very large crowds of people— 
audiences, and I had not yet had that baptism—the baptism of 
Fire! 


II 

After these first few months with Leschetizky I felt that I had 
learnt a great deal, and then just at that moment of accomplish¬ 
ment I was obliged to return to Warsaw again. It was absolutely 
necessary, as my savings were exhausted and I needed money. 

I had already quite a number of compositions published and 
still in manuscript, so I went on composing. I wrote a violin 
sonata and a few songs, then I decided to give a concert—rny 
own compositions—in Warsaw, in 1885. It was right after this 
concert that I heard Rubinstein play for the first time. I had 
already met him, you will remember, at the house of Bock, in 
Berlin, when he was so encouraging about my compositions. 
This time in Warsaw, I heard him play (he gave several con¬ 
certs there) and it made a tremendous impression on me. He 
was the greatest artist of the time. I heard four of his concerts. 
The first time it was really overwhelming—impossible to 
describe ! He played a Concerto with orchestra, and then a few 
small pieces, and he played wonderfully—particularly his own 
Concerto. I did not know that Concerto then and I was not an 
expert judge. I only knew there were in his playing great 
elemental strength and moments of remarkable beauty. 

Then in the short pieces which he played, there were a really 
profound emotion and great poetry. There again I had also the 
impression of elemental force and barbarism at the same time. 
But he was not always correct in his playing. His playing re¬ 
vealed a remarkable command of the instrument, and at the 
same time shortcomings in memory and in technique as well. 
His technique at moments was simply dazzling, and at other 
moments he became quite the amateur. But he had that natural 
technique. That served him and saved him many a time. To be 
a great artist one must always have that inborn quality. There 
were, for instance, moments in the Schumann Sonatas and 
Beethoven Sonatas when he just played anything! It made a 
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tremendous difference what he played. When he came to 
melody, to something lyric, ah ! it was compensation indeed for 
the minutes of defective playing. There were some places which 
he even omitted—he lost himself completely and played instead 
of the real text anything that just accidently came under his 
fingers. It could be dreadful—dreadful! 

But on the other hand, the few short pieces of Chopin, 
especially the mazurkas, preludes, and nocturnes, he played 
divinely. Yes, he played certain things divinely, others 
atrociously. There were whole pages where I could not dis¬ 
tinguish one single correct phrase. He forgot! For instance I 
remember well when he played the Schumann Sonata, the First 
Sonata, Opus II, in F Sharp Minor, it was frightful. But when 
it came to the aria (there is a part of that Sonata which contains 
a beautiful aria), a short piece of some three minutes duration, 
that was beautifully done with an atmosphere of really heavenly 
serenity. Then came the finale, and it was again incorrect, 
chaotic. But there were always moments of genius in his 
playing. 

That was a very curious contrast between him and his brother, 
Nicholas, who was also a very famous pianist. When he played 
a Concerto with orchestra, it was magnificent, really splendid, 
so academic and so correct and big too. His tone was extremely 
beautiful, perhaps because of those wonderful fat fingers of his. 
He had, you know, fat hands with fat finger tips which always 
Produce a most beautiful tone. I have certain things of interest 
t° say about these fat finger tips and their Importance in piano 
Playing. I think we will find just the right place for that in 
another part of my story and it is an interesting topic of dis¬ 
cussion, but this is not the moment. Now we must go on with 
Rubinstein. There is still so much to say. 

When Nicholas Rubinstein attacked a small piece, he was just 
a dancing bear ! But ah ! Anton Rubinstein, when he played 
■ft pieces, he was, I repeat, really divine. They were jewels 
""“perfect in every respect. Those which he had learnt as a youth 
? Played always exquisitely because those things remained with 
n* ■, but things which he learnt as a grown-up man, he did not 
Practise sufficiently, because he was always composing. That 
Was his real love, and he was very unfortunate because it was 
not always reciprocated! 
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I heard him play many small pieces by Chopin. Those 
nocturnes, preludes, and mazurkas were divinely played. Then 
I heard him twice in private houses, once at the house of the 
Director of the Conservatory in Warsaw, and then in the house 
of a friend, and it w'as frightful. He had evidently not practised 
at all. It was lamentable. 

I should like with your permission to talk still a little more 
about Rubinstein, particularly his personality and appearance, 
especially on the platform. First of all, he had a tremendous 
frame. He was not very tall but powerfully built and his head 
was remarkably interesting with a mass of dark unruly hair. It 
was a Beethoven head. He could not see very clearly (he was 
nearly blind) and that expression of his eyes, which were always 
half closed (because he could not bear the light) added still more 
to the impression of a powerful but rather mysterious being. 

He spoke excellent French and German too, and Russian 
naturally. He was not a cultivated man. He was the son of a 
Jewish merchant but there was absolutely nothing about him 
which was Jewish in appearance and nothing in his way of 
talking. He had none of the mannerisms of his race. His 
brother Nicholas, however, was just the opposite—of fair 
complexion and looked like his race. 

Of course, I had heard so much as a child about Rubinstein 
and his wonderful successes, his magnificent playing and about 
his compositions too, that hearing him not only made a great 
impression upon me but was the fulfilment of a dream, let us 
say, of what I had imagined his greatness to be. It was a lesson 
to me in many ways, a lesson and a warning, the combination of 
his greatness and of his utter carelessness. His compositions, 
for example, were rather carelessly made. Almost every one 
starts with a beautiful idea, but it is not worked out. He had 
not the necessary concentration or patience for a composer. 

His negligence in his piano work was probably due to the fact 
that his chief object was always composing, and playing was 
just a necessity of life. Whenever he went on tour, he always 
returned with a trunk full of manuscripts. Hundreds and hun¬ 
dreds of his compositions have been published. He produced 
many operas, he wrote six or seven symphonies, six piano 
concertos and also a concerto for the violin. In chamber music 
he wrote trios, quartets with piano, quartets for strings—oh! 
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innumerable works—but everything begins finely and then, 
alas! leaves a great deal to be desired. 

He was a stormy character—torn by many things. Fie was in 
constant conflict with himself and the necessity for piano play¬ 
ing, while he was alw'ays longing to compose. That enormous 
driving power of his, and his ambition too, drove him on and 
on—in his consuming hope for immortality. 

I suppose I am one of the few T pianists who still play Rubin¬ 
stein’s music. All the others neglect him completely, with the 
exception of the Concerto in D Minor. That is still played by 
some pianists, but his simple pieces are absolutely forgotten. 
The Barcarolles, they are beautiful, some of the songs too. The 
Valse Caprice is extremely brilliant and effective and many 
others are beautiful and poetic. His Concerto in D Minor, as 
I’ve already said, is a great favourite on account of its first 
movement, which is a wonder. The whole of the first movement 
is a masterpiece. It is just as if it had been born, like Minerva 
from the brain of Jupiter, perfect. The second movement con¬ 
tains some very fine music too, but it is not to be compared in 
workmanship or inspiration with the first movement. The 
finale is weak, but still on account of that superb first movement 
the Concerto pleases enormously both the player and the 
listener. It is still being played, and I think that it will be his 
only composition of large dimension that will remain alive. 

Rubinstein was a titanic figure, and I repeat again that at 
that time his playing was of the greatest encouragement in my 
career. It fanned the fires of my ambition. But in spite of the 
inspiration of Rubinstein’s playing, my own problems remaii d 
unsolved. I was very poor—I had no money. The concert the t 
I d just given so successfully was not a great help financially. I 
did not know what to do next—and then suddenly, a ew r weeks 
after this, came a little ray of light. I received a letter from 
Lesehetizky telling me that he had heard from the Conservatory 
jn Strasbourg asking him to recommend a professor for that 
institution. 

Lesehetizky wrote enthusiastically and said, f I have an inter¬ 
esting proposition from the Strasbourg Conservatory. They ask 
for a musician, a professor of harmony and counterpoint and 
the same time a professor of piano playing for the upper class of 
pupils. I have recommended you particularly. I strongly advise 
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you to accept this offer. You are in a position to be useful to 
them and to make a good living, because Strasbourg is a very 
wealthy place. There are many people there who are interested 
in music. The Conservatory has a high standing, and as you 
know both German and French, you will be able to teach in 
both languages, which is very important indeed in that par¬ 
ticular city.” 

Leschetizky recommended me very strongly to accept that 
position which was, to a certain extent, a confirmation of what 
he had already said about my playing—too late, too late for me 
ever to become a pianist! 

Well, I thought it over. Although I bitterly rebelled against 
it, I realised all his kindness in trying to help me—there seemed 
to be only one thing to do. I had no money, so I accepted the 
inevitable. I went to Strasbourg. Again a teacher! I went 
there in July, 1885—I was not yet twenty-five—and I was 
obliged to pass an examination, which was very funny to me at 
this stage of my career, to be examined and judged by amateurs. 

The Conservatory, you see, was controlled by two factions, 
the City, which was municipal, and the Trustees, who were all 
amateurs. They gathered together upon my arrival to listen to 
my playing and pass judgment upon me. I played for them not 
only solos but performed some chamber music also. The pro¬ 
fessors of violin and ’cello were summoned to play with me to 
try me out. We played, and evidently I pleased all these serious 
gentlemen, because they immediately signed the contract. I was 
to receive 2400 marks a year, about $600—which was a big sum 
for that time. But the conditions were that during the year I 
had to play in a subscription concert, a concerto with orchestra , 
two chamber music concerts, and give a piano recital besides! 
A formidable programme. 

Oh, yes, it was very hard work. I had twenty-four hours a 
week of teaching, and it was not very much, that little sum of 
money, you know. There was hardly anything left beyond my 
living expenses, so I was forced to give private lessons to eke out 
a meagre livelihood. And with all this I was constantly study¬ 
ing and practising myself. 

What years of labour I look back upon ! As we talk about it 
now, I really do not understand how I could have withstood 
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all the work of my life. Year after year from boyhood until 
now, incessant, unending work, both physical and mental. I 
must have had a magnificent constitution—of iron. I am still 
thankful for it. 

While teaching at the Conservatory the work was very hard, 
because I had only a few talented pupils. Although there was 
quite a large class, it was the usual thing, young girls without 
any particular gift who were studying just for a diploma, nothing 
else. You know how it is in schools—everywhere the same the 
world over. 

But the good thing at the Strasbourg Conservatory was my 
playing in public, difficult as it was. It kept my buried hopes 
alive. At the first concert I played the Saint-Saens Concerto 
which I had studied with Leschetizky, and then several solo 
pieces. Then I played the chamber music concert—and after 
that I gave a recital. It was again a real success. My playing 
in public caused me, of course, a great deal of excitement—of 
suffering too, to put it plainly—but was always rewarded with 
a positive success. I was progressing. 

I was also asked to go to Karlsruhe to play in a concert there. 
Then I played in some of the small provincial towns of Alsace. 
I was becoming known, you see, and that was the most en¬ 
couraging thing at that moment. There were many important 
French people in Alsace whom I met then and saw afterwards in 
Paris. And in particular I am grateful to the famous statesman 
Jules Ferry, and Charles Floquet, president of the Chamber of 
Deputies. And there was another house at which I was made 
most welcome, the home of Monsieur Scheurer-Kestner, a 
Senator who had a great influence in Paris at that time. These 
ki d people encouraged me, in fact urged me to go to Paris and 
play there. Their enthusiasm again gave me a fresh impetus. 
They thought I was quite ready for a Paris debut. Their 
interest was so keen and sincere—they crossed my path at 
another psychological moment. 

At this time I began to realise that the way was opening. In 
spite of all everybody had said, I knew now that I was going 

he a pianist. I realised after those first appearances in Alsace 
that the public was very gracious and kind to me. I said to 
myself, “ I have now the possibility of playing in Paris, perhaps 
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even a real success awaits me there, I must not miss it. I must 
go forward.” This conviction fortified my faith in myself—- 
upheld me in the terrible labour I was undergoing. 

The feeling I had after hearing Rubinstein play came back 
again and again and sustained me. My year in the Strasbourg 
Conservatory, though very difficult, and strenuous, in regard to 
my teaching, was, nevertheless, something of a harvest time in 
other ways. Many new friends came into my life, and again I 
had the great pleasure of seeing Rubinstein once more. 

It happened that he was passing through Strasbourg on his 
way to Paris for his farewell concerts. He called them historical 
concerts, because he presented in seven programmes almost all 
the masterpieces of piano literature. He gave these concerts in 
all the great capitals of Europe, in Vienna, Paris, Berlin, and 
London too, and of course in his own country, St. Petersburg 
and Moscow. 

He was going to pass through Strasbourg and telegraphed to 
Franz Stockhausen, Director of the Conservatory, that he would 
pass at such and such a time and would stay at the station about 
two hours. The trains were not very quick in those days and 
there were always long stops in important stations. He invited 
the Director to lunch at the station, and said, “ Bring 
Paderewski with you.” It was a very great compliment that he 
even remembered me and knew I was there. So we went. He 
was very nice—inquired about my life in Strasbourg, then about 
my compositions, which he remembered. “ I hope to meet you 
in Paris when I play there shortly. You must surely come, I 
shall expect you,” he said. This invitation enchanted me and 
I made up my mind to go to Paris and hear him once more. I 
made great efforts for that—great sacrifices, for a trip to Paris 
was expensive and hard for me to manage in my poverty. 

And now we come to one of the most painful moments of my 
life. After weeks of careful planning and saving, I went to Paris. 
You know, having only some 2400 marks a year ($600) I could 
not afford much luxury. But I went there, and stayed in a very 
modest hotel. I inquired for Rubinstein on arrival, and learnt 
that he was living in the Hotel du Helder. So I went at once to 
see him. He was giving his seven recitals in the Salle Erard, 
which held only about 700 people. Of course the house was 
sold out long in advance, but I knew there was somewhere a 
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place to squeeze me in—there is always room to put somebody 
in a comer or behind the platform—some place, no matt r how 
small the hall. So wffien I went to see him he was very - ordial 
and he retained me to luncheon with some other people. After 
lunch I approached him very timidly, but joyously, and told 
him that I had come to Paris especially to hear one of his con¬ 
certs, and asked him about getting a ticket. Now I do ni know 
why that kind and really very generous man should have 
answ'ered me as he did, for he had, as you remember, already 
invited me to this concert a few weeks before. But instead of 
saying, " Yes, there is a ticket at your disposal,” lie answered 
very abruptly, “ Oh, that is not my business. Don t bother me. 
You must apply to Wolff.” Wolff was his agent, his manager, 
and was travelling with him all over Europe. He was a very 
important man in the musical world because he had a famous 
agency that practically monopolised the entire artistic enterprises 
of Europe. Wolff was the agent for Rubinstein, for Joachim 
and all the great stars of the time. 

So I went to Mr. Wolff, of whom I shall say more later, m 
my own connection. He was living in the same hotel, and I 
repeated my request for a ticket and mentioned that Rubinstein 
had invited me. But Mr. Wolff was still more drastic ! He 
laughed and said, " Ticket! Oh, my dear sir, it is ridiculous! 
There are hundreds like you who would like a ticket! There is 
no possibility of you hearing the Master. None ! None 1 

But I was not to be put aside so easily—the thing meant too 
much to me. So I tried again, and said to Wolff, “ Can I not 
stand somewhere in the hall, then—near the door or perhaps 
back of the stage? Surely,” I pleaded, " there must be some 
corner where you can put me—it does not matter, so long I 
hear him play again.” At this Wolff became very impatient, 
quite angry, and pushed me aside. ” Oh, no, no, no, he cried. 

I have already told you there are hundreds of people who 
would like to have that same privilege. It is impossible I have 
no place for you, sir.” And he turned abruptly and left me 
without another word. And that w r as the same man that only 
a few years later begged me to become one of his artists! 

I remember that I stood perfectly still where he left me. I 
was so shocked. I could not realise at that instant that my trip 
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was in vain, for I had come to Paris only for that. It was one of 
the greatest disappointments of my life. I was overwhelmed. 

Now I have always wondered, I still do as we talk about it, 
at Rubinstein’s attitude in this affair. On the face of it, it was 
incomprehensible to me, but there is something in every human 
creature that we must call the spirit of perversity. When that 
spirit of perversity suddenly appears, you do things which are 
contrary to your liking, contrary to your nature. Nobody knows 
why least of all yourself. For instance, that spirit sometimes 
shows itself in exaggerating things, not exactly lying, but saying 
something which is not corresponding to the real truth. That 
same spirit will also make promises, false promises, just for the 
sake of being agreeable—the jolly-good-fellow sort of attitude— 
the thing you mean for a moment and forget in an hour. Ah, we 
all have such moments. I have had them with the rest of man¬ 
kind. I have said things which I did not like, which I did not 
mean, did not think, which came just through an accident in 
the functioning of my faculties—like the trembling of wires 
through a storm which makes the light flicker. That happens 
with human nerves very often. Some wire is crossed—there is 
an explosion ! And even the lights may go out—for a moment. 
So I think it must have been with Rubinstein—there was an 
explosion ! And certainly there was with Mr. Wolff! 

At any rate my sacrifice was in vain. At this distance of 
years, it is hard to realise how I had saved and struggled to 
make that trip to Paris. My salary was so small at the time that 
I had barely enough to live on. It was real poverty. I ground 
myself down to the barest necessities. It was about the time of 
the Rubinstein adventure that I was obliged to buy a pair of new 
shoes, ready-made of course. They proved to be too small, and 
hurt my feet so cruelly that I had to go to the Conservatory in 
my very badly worn slippers. I could not afford to buy another 
pair of shoes—everything was being saved and put aside then 
for that great trip to Paris! It was an enormous enterprise for 
me, and I had to refuse myself a great many things after that, as 
well as before, and still I did not hear him ! I never heard him 
play again. 

That disappointment was very deeply felt. It may surprise 
you to know that even now, from time to time, I think about it, 
and always at each time when some one applies for tickets to 
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my own recitals. I have never refused anybody and I have often 
had to pay for the tickets myself. Although I never heard 
Rubinstein play again, this episode taught me a very great 
lesson. I repeat, I have never refused anybody who wanted to 
hear me, never during the thousands of concerts I have given. 
I always gave to those who applied to me personally for a ticket. 
If there was no seat possible, I saw to it that any one who ex¬ 
pressed the wish to hear me should be, somehow', somewhere, 
put behind the platform, or in a comer, on a stool, a chair, but 
somewhere, if there was no room left in the hall. 

It is extremely difficult for a person living in prosperity and 
luxury to realise that some one else may be in want. It requires 
a great deal of imagination. Would that such imagination were 
oftener used! 

But we must go on with my own story. I taught in the Stras¬ 
bourg Conservatory for nearly a year and all was well. My 
pupils were admitted as the best pupils because I was rather a 
good teacher, it seems. I had planned to spend my vacation in 
Poland, of course. But when I approached the directors, they 
absolutely refused to pay me for my two months’ vacation. 

I was amazed at their refusal. But when I protested at such 
injustice they only replied that I had a contract for a year, which 
evidently, in their opinion, did not include a vacation. They 
wished to make an economy of $>8o at my expense, and so with¬ 
out further argument I left the Conservatory. I was so disgusted 
with that treatment that I left immediately and went bark to 
Poland, not knowing at that moment w'hat to do next. 

That was a very difficult period—the more difficult because I 
left that job which meant a certain security. I could, of course, 
re-enter the Conservatory of Warsaw and teach there again, but 
that I was determined not to do. At this time I was convinced 
of two things—they were very clear in my mind. I was deter¬ 
mined upon a pianistic career, and also determined never to 
teach again. Never ! I stood at another parting of the ways. If 
I failed now' to establish myself as a pianist and carry out my 
convictions, it would be too late. There was only one straight 
course ahead—I must go back to Leschetizky again and study. 
It was the great objective of my life at that moment. Nothing 
else really mattered. With all my powers of knowing, I knew 
this. But how to manage it ? My father could do nothing more 
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—there was nobody. So I started giving a few little concerts, 
but they were not a financial success. It was very pleasant from 
the artistic point of view because people recognised that I was 
much better than before, and that was of some little encourage¬ 
ment, but still I had no money. The grim facts confronted me 
at every turn, but my determination never failed. No matter 
what happened, even if I starved, I was determined to go back 
to Leschetizky again. 

When I arrived in Warsaw, my dear friend Edward Kemtopf 
came to me at once and begged me to play for him, he was so 
anxious to hear me again. He was delighted. “Oh, but you 
play wonderfully, now,” he said, " wonderfully. You must 
continue to study. If you do, you can have a big career. I am 
convinced of it.” 

“ But,” I replied, “ how can that be? How is it possible—I 
have not the money.” 

Now it happened that at that very moment there was an 
exhibition of industrial products going on in Warsaw and the 
Kerntopf pianos were being exhibited. Edward Kemtopf was, 
naturally, very interested in this, and suggested that, as an ad¬ 
vertisement for both the pianos and myself, I play them. So I 
played several times with great success, and he was so happy. 
Immediately after my last playing he came to me and said, 
" Well, I have something to tell you. Good news. I see the way 
now. It’s all clear. My mind is made up that you must go 
back to Leschetizky at once.” 

“ But,” I interrupted, “ I have no money.” 

“ Never mind, never mind,” he answered, “ you shall have 
the money. I shall give it to you !” 

Ah, he was a friend—a true, understanding friend. He loaned 
me the money then and for nearly a year he sent it regularly 
every month. He never failed me. 

So I went back to Vienna, and presented myself at once to 
Leschetizky. He was very pleased to see me again and said, “ It 
must have helped you, then—your lessons with me—I hear you 
have played in public and I know you made quite a good im¬ 
pression. Well, I am very glad to see you back, very glad. Now 
we shall work again.” That was very nice—like the sun shining 
through the black clouds, so charming. It was a happy time and 
Leschetizky was pleased. I composed a few pieces and played 
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them for him, and they pleased him, but they were perhaps a 
little too heavy for him—he always had that point of view' of the 
effect produced upon an audience. These pieces impressed him 
very seriously—he was quite surprised to hear such good music 
—but he said, “ Yes, it is very good, still it is very heavy and 
the public won’t like it! Have you anything else ? Something 
lighter?” 

Then I played the third piece, the Minuet. That was a revela¬ 
tion to him. “ Now this,” he said, “ is going to be a tremendous 
success. My wife, Madame Essipoff, must play it in her con¬ 
certs.” And two days later she did play it marvellously well. 
She was a wonderful pianist, a fine artist. She was the first one 
to play it in public, and she made it popular almost instan¬ 
taneously. 

There is rather a pretty little story connected with the Minuet 
and how I happened to w'rite it. It grew out of a little joke, 
and again, with your permission, I will add this story, which has 
been told before, I know, but this is the true one. 

There w'as in Warsaw a very distinguished physician (a genius 
of a physician). Professor Chalubinski, whom I had met in the 
mountains. He took a fancy to me because I wrote something 
about music that pleased him. He was an old man then, about 
seventy, and I was a youth of twenty-six. He wanted me to 
come to his house as often as possible, as he was very fond of 
music. I was not very well at that time, I was rather delicate, 
always under a strain, but I enjoyed going to his house there 
was a certain relaxation and happiness there. I often played to 
the old man. On one occasion there was a distinguished writer 
there, a friend of his, Alexander Swietochowski, and both these 
gentlemen were very enthusiastic about Mozart. They worship- 
ped Mozart, and always asked me to play something of his it 
was their greatest happiness. 

At that time my Mozart was very limited. I played only 
three or four pieces, and so I was obliged to repeat them very 
often. But each time I played my little Mozart repertory the o 
gentlemen began shouting with delight, “ Oh, Mozart—what a 
wonderful genius. No one can write such music as Mozart. V\liat 
style 1 What purity ! There is no one in the world to compare 
with Mozart. He stands alone.” There was no end to their 
enthusiasm. 


I2 4 THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

Well, this would go on as long as I played for them. Mozart 
was their God and they would listen to nothing else. Finally I 
got tired of it and I determined to put an end to it. I had an 
idea. 

One day returning to the house of Kemtopf, where I stayed 
in Warsaw, I sat down at the piano and improvised a minuet! 
Just for fun. This minuet was rather in the style of Mozart. I 
improvised it, repeated the melody several times, and put it into 
shape of composition. I said to myself, “ Now, the next time I 
go to Professor Chalubinski and he calls for his Mozart, I shall 
play this and see what he says then.” Of course the Minuet was 
quite different then from what it is now, it was far simpler. It 
was devoid of any ornament, purely Mozart in style, without the 
ending cadenza. That was added later. 

I must confess that I presented myself the next evening at 
the house of Chalubinski with keen anticipation. I was all ready 
for him. The good doctor ! He was eagerly awaiting my arrival 
and asked as usual for some music, would I not play a little 
Mozart for him ? So I agreed and played at once my new com¬ 
position, the Minuet. Almost before I had finished the last bar 
the dear old man was on his feet. " Oh, Mozart,” he cried. 

What a wonderful piece! Tell me, Paderewski, is there any 
one now alive who could write such music?” I looked at him, 
and then I laughed and said, “ Yes, there is such a person. I 
have! ' “What,” he cried. “ You —impossible! Nonsense; 
you are making a joke.” " No,” I answered, “ it is possible, 
for I have done it. You have just listened to it.” 

Oh, these poor old men ! They simply stared at me. “ What 
are you saying ?” they cried. “ What do you mean ? Surely we 
have been listening to Mozart—no other. You cannot write like 
Mozart. No!” 

Now I must admit that I had a few seconds of pity for them, 
but I went on, nevertheless, and said, " Yes, it is possible, be¬ 
cause I now confess to you, my dear sirs, that I composed that 
piece myself a few days ago. I composed it, not Mozart! I did 
it just to surprise you—to see if I could! A little joke that's 
all.” 

The poor doctor was overcome. “ No, no,” he exclaimed 
“ that is impossible—you are telling us a story—it is not true.” 

Yes,” I answered, " I assure you I did it. Coming from your 
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house the other evening I had the idea and I improvised it and 
wrote it in the style of Mozart. I will show you the composition 
if you do not believe me. But it is quite true.” 

It was a terrible blow to them and they were very angry at 
first at being so misled. Naturally, it ended our Mozart for that 
evening, but a few nights later I was asked to play the real 
Mozart, which I did with pleasure and a good deal of remorse. 
And then they asked very politely afterwards to hear the Minuet. 
Ah ! It was a touching moment for us all. I played it for them, 
feeling very penitent by that time, and they expressed them¬ 
selves as liking it very much. In fact, they became so fond of it 
that I always had to play it for them, and then I realised that 
this piece was going to make my name popular—it will help me 
in my career, I thought. And such was the case, for it was that 
same Minuet that so pleased Leschetizky when I returned for 
the second time to Vienna. It was a revelation to him. 

As I remember it, at this period I had about sixteen lessons 
with him. I found that I had learned a great deal from him— 
he fulfilled my heart’s desire. I had learned how to work. Yes, I 
repeat to you, how to work, and this is of the utmost impor¬ 
tance. I have said this before, but in the career of every artist, 
no matter what his profession, the knowledge of how to work is 
his greatest asset. I practised eight or nine hours a day and was 
composing also, so you see I laboured tremendously. 

During this time I published the Minuet, which became very 
popular with all the Leschetizky pupils too, thanks to Madame 
Essipoff’s playing. I did not want to publish the Minuet alone, 
a short piece like that, so I composed two others and published 
them together, and received for them the enormous sum of 
600 marks—that is about $150, but it was a fortune to me 
then. 

One day my practice was interrupted by the arrival of Les¬ 
chetizky. He came in to my little rooms at the cottage, and I 
could see from his expression that he had something of impor¬ 
tance to tell me. He began at once and said, " Now I have a 
suggestion to make to you. Would you not like to make your 
first appearance here in Vienna ? There is an excellent oppor¬ 
tunity now. Pauline Lucca (who is a very great singer, a 
beautiful artist) is giving a charity concert and she wants to 
have a pianist also, because she cannot fill the whole pro- 
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gramme. Will you play ? I think it is a very good chance! I 
believe you should do it,” he went on before I could answer. 

I was immediately struck with the idea, and felt that Lesche- 
tizky really wanted me to play, so I answered, ‘ Yes, I should 
be very glad to play.” And so it was arranged. It was a very 
fine concert under fashionable patronage and there was a full 
house. I played and made a real impression. I played some 
Beethoven and Chopin, and some of my own compositions. 
Although I was absolutely unknown as a pianist on the eve of 
the concert, I was already looked upon as a personality. That 
was another little encouragement. And it helped me. 

It was just a few weeks before this concert that a rather in' 
teresting and unexpected thing befell me. That story and Les- 
chetizky’s famous remark have followed me through the years. 
It happened only a few weeks before the concert. There was 
a great gathering of musicians and some rather important critics 
in a restaurant in Vienna, and Leschetizky invited me to join 
him, and introduced me to that important group. But he intro¬ 
duced me simply as “ my young friend.” He did not mention 
my name or even say I was a pupil. He drew me forward and 
said, “ Now this young friend of mine is a composer. Do any 
of you know his compositions? Have you heard him play 
them?” Of course every one said he had not (the Minuet had 
not then become popular). “ Ah, that is a pity,” he laughed, 
“ because you soon will hear them and, moreover, let me tell 
you to watch his career. Watch it well, because you will soon 
iiave to hear a very great deal about this young man 
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The Success That Came Too Soon 

I 

The concert with Madame Lucca was my first appearance 
before a large audience. Leschetizky was present and greatly 
Pleased at my reception. After the concert he came to me and 
said, “ Well, Paderewski, now I believe if you acquire a large 
repertoire, you may still have some real success. After hearing 
you to-night I feel convinced of it.” As I have already told you, 
he did not consider me a representative of his school of playing 
because I had my own readings, etc., which were not according 
to his ideas. For instance I could not play pieces, especially 
Chopin, which he edited and revised with certain little differ¬ 
ences. I could not admit that! Chopin needed no change. I 
never played them—I could not—and he never proposed that 
to me. There was always a little friction, not visible, but under 
the surface, between us from time to time on that score. 

But as I have said, Leschetizky was undoubtedly pleased with 
that first appearance of mine and his approval gave me immense 
encouragement. It was very advantageous—that debut. I was 
nervous, yes, of course. I do not know whether it is the same 
tiling with other people, but I have a theory myself that I should 
■ Ce to speak about now. A theory about nervousness. 

^ For many years in my career I had that terrible pain before 
P a ying—that anguish which is not to be described. It takes not 
^y all your courage, but all your strength. It is agonising, 
rightful. My theory was and still is that that fright, that terrible 
mside nervousness, practically fear of everything, of the public, 
tv!- 6 p * ano ' °f the conditions and of the memory too, was 
nothing else but a bad conscience. For years and years I had 
i , , vvas continually analysing myself, and it took me a very 
°ng time before I discovered that it was, I repeat, a bad con¬ 
science, which meant there was something in my programme 
P.M. 127 I 
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which I had not yet completely mastered, a difficulty which was 
above me, 1 was not above the difficulty. There was still some 
weak point in my programme, something I had not conquered. 
And this is always the case. Fright is only the sense of insecurity, 
and it may be insecurity of only one passage or phrase. For 
instance, you may play ten pieces on a programme perfectly, 
without a blunder, they are absolutely under your control, but 
if the eleventh is not in perfect condition, let us say, and even 
one little phrase or a few bars of a great composition remain 
unconquered, and elude the fingers, it is quite enough to upset 
youi whole inner being—if those few bars absolutely evade you. 
One passage can torture you with unspeakable anguish, and that 
is what disturbs and frightens you to such an extent. 

When I realised this and came to more mature years, I prac¬ 
tised quite dij lerently. I found the right way. Of course, in any 
public appearance, there is always the usual nervousness, but 
that is quite a different thing. And you know in a repertory 
which contains fifteen, eighteen, and sometimes twenty or more 
pieces, it is enough to have only a single piece, one little phrase, 
that you have not mastered, to completely unnerve you, and 
beget the most dreadful fear. 

Well, after that debut at the Lucca concert, I was somewhat 
encouraged. First of all, I had one programme absolutely ready. 

I sa id> Perhaps I may now venture to go to Paris to play 
that one concert.” Of that particular programme I felt ab¬ 
solutely sure. Also, I had just received from my friends in 
Strasbourg a letter inviting me to come there and give a recital, 
and the added good news that other friends (in Paris) were even 
ready to assist me in arranging my first concert there. I felt 
myself then at the turning point, a high moment. The way 
seemed open at last, and I determined to hesitate no longer but 
try at least one recital. So I went to Paris. 

First of all it was arranged that certain people were to hear 
me in private homes. My first appearance was in the house of 
the kind Senator, already mentioned. Monsieur Scheurer-Kest- 
ner. Both he and his wife, who was a charming amateur singer, 

I knew in Alsace. They were very important people and there 
were many notables of the Paris world in their house that night. 
Later on I also played at the home of a very great physician 
whose wife was a singer of remarkable ability—a very great 
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artist, Madame Trelat, one ot the greatest singers I ever heard. 
They were all so very enthusiastic that 1 could not understand 
how, with that modest equipment of mine, I could produce such 
an impression. I played also to the Director of the House of 
J-rard (the house of the great Erard pianos), who was also ex- 
tremely enthusiastic, and became one of my dearest friends from 
that moment of meeting. Monsieur Albert Blondel. 

It happened that Madame Essipoff was concertising in France 
at that time, and came to Paris just before my concert, and in¬ 
troduced me to Monsieur Blondel. It was one of the memorable 
happenings of my career, for he became a devoted friend—a 
friendship that lasted through all his life. His loving interest in 
my career never ceased. I played for him, and he immediately 
offered me the Salle Erard for my concert, and there my debut 
m Paris took place. 


a h happened quite simply, despite all my doubts. I gave 
mj first recital in Paris, in the Salle Erard, with great hope. It 
wa a in March, 1888. It w r as an extremely brilliant audience. Per- 
so a P s ft 0ne *he reasons for that particularly brilliant audience, 
p i, parked, was that there was quite a large colony of 
■. P eo Pe in Paris at that time, aristocrats, highly cultured 
*1, • f r ? us an< ^ they all attended this concert and brought 
lian » en frt° ^ le French aristocracy. That explains the " bril- 
1*. Ce , ° e attendance. I vvas unknown. It was my nation- 
r *. J : , helped me a great deal in gathering together these 
s mguished folk. Besides the notables already mentioned, 
tre were many prominent French people present, foreigners 
_iia some famous musicians as well. Tschaikowsky, the great 
^ussian composer who was then in Paris, was there. Then there 
j Vere ^he two famous orchestra conductors—Colonne and 
p f 1 eux * an( I of course Madame Essipoff and my dear friend, 
1 ” nci 3S Brancovan, and Madame Trelat, Madame Dubois, the 
n P. U I ?- of Chopin, and so many others. In fact, most of the 
Th U \ tnt musicians of time were there, 
to nl C Was crow< Ied. They were so enthusiastic that I had 
tog and a . no ^ ier hour after the concert. It was all very excit- 
r c ul ^ ^ lin h I may say it was really a tremendous success. I 
I y believe it—after all my doubts and fears. 

d reg . medlate ly after that recital every one rushed back to the 
ssing-room, including the two conductors, Lamoureux and 
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Colonne—but the first to reach me was Lamoureux—Colonne 
came a few minutes afterwards—and so it was L am oureux w r ho 
ilr n engaged me on the spot for an orchestra concert. I knew 
that I played rather acceptably, that it had made a sensation, 
but I also knew perfectly well that I was not equipped for a 
number of concerts. I intended to play one recital only, and 
now Lamoureux wanted me to play with the orchestra, and also 
arrange for several other concerts immediately. I was aghast. 
I had nothing to play—only the one programme that I had 
already given ! Was it not terrible ? That was a tragedy indeed 1 
Only one programme—one! When I remember that, I am 
shivering to this day. I should not like to go through it another 
time in my life, that experience. 

Yes, of course I was nervous. My nervousness at that concert 
was extreme, it even increased after the recital when I realised 
what was in store for me. The sense of responsibility dominated 
me throughout. I was overwhelmed with a great fear for the 
future. Although there were many incidents during that recital 
showing that I pleased the audience and that I was scoring a 
great success, I did not pay any particular attention to them be¬ 
cause I was already overtaken with terror of what lay ahead. 
What shall I do ? What shall I do ? The words kept racing 
through my mind, for my reception that night had exceeded my 
expectations immeasurably. I could not realise it at all, I 
thought I was gradually working up to a career, and then, in a 
moment, came this success in all its surprising greatness. I was 
overcome completely with joy and with a sense of triumph too, 
but I was not drunk, as we say, with this success. Ah! No. 
Not at all. I was extremely sober, too sober even, because it 
spoiled all my joy, this sense of responsibility. 

But it had to be so, otherwise I should not have accomplished 
anything if I had felt satisfied then. It gave me of course that 
stimulus to work, and not only encouraged me, but more than 
that it forced me to work. 

The reaction of the audience that night came towards the 
middle of the programme, I remember. I had to begin with some 
classical, rather austere numbers; the thirty-two variations in 
C Minor by Beethoven I play for the first number. Then I 
played a few shorter pieces; then the Sixth Rhapsody of Liszt. 
The reception was very noisy, especially of the last numbers. 
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Yes, that was the beginning of a career which I was not fore¬ 
seeing, and in fact did not expect so suddenly. It surprised me, 
1 even frightened me, and imposed upon me the terrible work 
o preparing myself to a degree that would justify that unex¬ 
pected, tremendous success and make it legitimate. Why ? That 
is easily answered. Because it came too soon. I was not ready. 
. o* 1 was not ready to enjoy it, and not ripe enough to deserve 
it. I was so occupied with my playing, with my effort, that I 
could not think about the consequences at that moment. Only 
afterwards, when the concert was finished, when the people 
came with their demonstration of approval, appreciation, and 
encouragement—then it was overwhelming. It was a landslide 
r applause, a landslide of success if you like—and a catas¬ 
trophe, the responsibility! It was something I did not look 
for; it was not only unexpected but totally undeserved. I 
have never been modest, no, because modesty is undervalua- 
bon. But I was humble, and I am still humble. My art—that 
was ^ important thing—not my personality. But when I 
rc ise the effect of that personality, I knew instantly what was 
™ r t ° r 11 ~k° w much responsibility, how much suffering. 
■ ; ° W , 1 5X11 enterin § into an inferno," I said to myself. '* This 
and ea u en ’ ^, 1S ^ I had played already in Strasbourg 
l ,f W ere hut this was Paris, Paris ! And of course then 
, f ^ years an d years of labour, beyond my strength even, 
j rmg. i es, that was what I realised after my concert. 

! °i lightning there followed immediately, in the wake 

j ; hut, a great public demand for a second concert. And 

ad nothing! 1 had no other programme. 

e press, too, was very enthusiastic and helped in- 
1 ase the public demand for a second concert immediately. 
And I repeat I had nothing. 

,, y ^ * yOU mus t sive a second concert,” all my friends said, 
it OU | V 1118 *' °ditrwise your first concert will be useless, because 
nmTu! + ee m to die public that you have no more programmes, 
.1- y0u are a failure. That must not be." Alas ! I realised 
0n . T i°° we d—far more deeply than any one else. There 
or y one thing to do. So I had to prepare very quickly a 
no 0I \ Programme. I began to work immediately. There was 
er way. I was three weeks working on the second pro¬ 
gramme. How did I ever do it! Even now I cannot tell how. 
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It was colossal. The first programme took eight months. 
Imagine what one could do in three weeks ! 

But I did the impossible! I prepared it somehow. It was 
not perfect academically, but I got it into shape. I met the 
challenge. With my towering ambition and youth—and youth 
is a tremendous force. And then I played with great success in 
the first orchestral concert—the Saint-Saens Concerto in C 
Minor. I played in the second a Hungarian Fantasia by Liszt. 
I earned some money. It was all very satisfactory to me. But 
I lived as in a dream—a dream fulfilled above my most daring 
expectations. At my second recital I made a little more money, 
and I was then invited to play in private homes and at the Lyons 
Philharmonic Society. They gave only chamber music for¬ 
tunately, and chamber music was much easier. I was invited 
to play at Brussels, too, and made quite a little success there. In 
fact, my playing was the sensation of the season, I think I may 
safely say at this date. 

The line of my life was extending, but I knew well that I w'as 
not yet ready for the big concert career I wanted. There is noth¬ 
ing more terrible than to meet a good success for which one is 
not ready or ripe. It is an agony. Nothing can describe the feel¬ 
ing of an honest heart. Perhaps had I been less conscientious, 
with smaller aspirations, I might have been pleased and even 
satisfied with the Paris debut, but at that moment, when it came 
to me so unexpectedly, it was overwhelming ! Why does it come 
now when I am not ready and cannot take full advantage of it ? 
Over and over again I was tortured by this thought. You can 
imagine what this realisation meant, with only one programme 
really ready to meet the situation. I saw the danger ahead and 
knew that I must face it. The necessity of having several pro¬ 
grammes ready immediately made me determined then and there 
to return to Vienna and Leschetizky as quickly as possible. 


II 

So I went back to Vienna and began to prepare a large reper¬ 
tory, and I prepared two programmes, but mostly by myself, 
for Leschetizky was not there when I arrived and when he came 
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b,y 1, he could not give me as many lessons as I wanted. But 
e id give me some lessons, and the principal pieces I had to 
It ^ ^ my P ro & rammes 1 played to him and he approved them. 

v.as a time of intensive work—and Leschetizky was very 
,* rous. But I was already working more and more according 
to my own judgment and views. And there was a certain little 
friction on account of that. He saw that I was too emancipated 
then for him. 

Then came another great event for me—I had a real debut in 
Vienna, in 1889, and that was an immense, an immediate suc¬ 
cess. 


^ W£ £ my first recital in Vi enna. It took place in the Bosen- 
dorfer Hall. Bosendorfer was a famous piano maker in Vienna 
and he had a very large concert hall in his piano house. Bosen¬ 
dorfer was a charming gentleman, very friendly with artists, 
and he treated me with special kindness and cordiality. That 
concert attracted a very large audience, and I even then in 
Vienna made quite a nice lithe sum of money with my recital, 
the critics of Vienna received me with great enthusiasm. Here 

!t^if PS -. th tr m0inent that 1 ina V say they hailed me as “ a 
L? 1^' My career as a Pianist was then launched. There 
p . 0 1 . . r! ' dn der my feet at last. I could now return to 

nS an f 1 e lree concerts instead of one. I prepared two 
n * an ^ I also wrote my own concerto. I had 
p, a . e ” 1J M that concerto in ' 88 . After the first season in 

oris I wrote it, in a very short time. I scored it in ’89 in Paris 
^ w anted to play it myself, but Madame Essipoff said, as 

V u introduced some of my compositions already in Vienna, 
v ■ dd like to do this concerto too. As Leschetizky had in- 

VI e Sreat conductor, Hans Richter, to hear this corn¬ 
s' 3 * at"' 1 ^ ie was naturally anxious to play it. I must add here 

a Madame Essipoff was Leschetizky's wife at this moment. I 
say is advisedly, because there were several Mesdames Lesche- 
12 y T a11 musical—all charming! The Richter episode was 
V f^' , lnteres ^ n ^ and important to me. I shall tell you a little 
i later. Richter was one of the great conductors of the 

moment. 


ft h aS ln a ^ e £ rea t conductors and I had the rare good 
or ne of meeting many of them. Leschetizky's influence 1 
a uays tremendous, and at his house—well, the whole world, 


was 

we 
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may say, passed through it—the whole world of music at any 
rate. 

I should like now to answer a question of yours and tell you 
something about the importance of orchestras in Europe, their 
great number, and also about the very great conductors in those 
days. Some of those conductors I met while in Vienna. Hans 
Richter was then at the summit of his reputation. He was 
already recognised as a classical exponent of the Wagnerian art. 
He used to go every year to Bayreuth to prepare and conduct 
the performance of Wagnerian operas. He was the head of the 
very famous Court Opera in Vienna. Besides, he conducted 
the Philharmonic concerts, which enjoyed at that time such a 
universal reputation. It was considered by composers as by 
virtuosi, a great honour to have their names associated with that 
institution. 

Leschetizky, who was alive to everything of importance con¬ 
nected with the life of a musical student, realising the prestige of 
having my concerto played in those concerts under Richter, in¬ 
vited him one Sunday to his house and asked me to play the 
concerto while Richter read the score. Well, Richter sat by the 
piano and read the score while I played it in Leschetizky’s 
music-room. The performance met with immediate success, for 
Richter said very encouraging and flattering words, and asked 
me to play that concerto in one of his forthcoming concerts. 

I realised that it was a mark of the highest distinction for any 
composition, and for any artist to play at a Richter concert, but 
Madame Essipoff-Leschetizky, who was present, said, “ Oh, 1 
must play that concerto. I have been studying it for several 
weeks and I claim the privilege of being the Godmother of that 
work. And then Leschetizky took it up and insisted upon it 
too. Although Richter suggested my playing it myself, I really 
think he would not have encouraged me and he probably felt 
that Madame Essipoff would make a greater appeal than 
I would. As a matter of fact I was glad to have her do it be¬ 
cause I had not studied the concerto sufficiently for a great 
public performance. 

It was really a good fortune, although I felt disappointed at 
the time. She was a charming pianist and very successful. Her 
playing in many ways was perfect, except when it came to 
strong, effective pieces-—then she was lacking in real force, as 
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women pianists usually are. Quite different from Madame 
eresa Carreno, who was a very, shall I say, strong pianist, even 
°° ' f " r011 ’ ^ or a woman. Carreno was one of the women pianists 
w n had a very big tone, but it was not a beautiful tone because 
beautiful tone must include tenderness, and she had none of 
a ’ brilliance. Essipoff, on the contrary, was quite the 
opposite. She was very feminine in her playing, and small poetic 
pieces she could play admirably. She was an intelligent woman 
with evident culture, attractive to look at, and with a very pleas- 

mg personality altogether, which was a great asset to her on the 
concert platform. 

So it was Madame Essipoff who played my concerto for the 

a 6W days T after Richter the score, and it had an 
mmeoiate success. I am so sorry I cannot find another word for 

? at because ]t seems to me the word success is becoming very 
mcS m T r , C T ei l ati0n - At any rate, it was favourably 
Hans r/peT r j by th / audience but by the critics as well, 
bvIt T f f ^ falth in my impositions, as he proved 
some veL iSf r ly perf ° rmance of my symphony in London 
first performsn * ™ 35 tlere and en i°yed it very much. That 

Now RiS ^ 3 great emotion me. 
good man w f / W 3 ex tremely kind, amiable, and a thoroughly 

but h* 3 rpmfl 1 ’ n ^ mucb acc laimed wherever he appeared, 

and f thr ° Ugh **** a modest, accessible artist! 

was not i; • ' youn & musician in every way he could. He 

well inrlppA ngU1 V- The 0rdy l an gua.ge he used, and used very 
■p> n i , ’ was bls mother tongue. In spite of his long career 
n . ’ b >n use( t to spend several months every year, 
mnST T am A d t0 Speak corr ect English. There are many 
be baSed Up ° n that defecti ve English of his. I may 

tt ,. ? ITiote one of them which was very characteristic, 

di # t once fe ,r a week-end to a friend, living some 
soiur fim r T n d° n - His wife was going to stay on there, for 

for his v! b 'd to return to London on the Sunday night, 

two tirV r ' w b en be got to the station, he asked for 
tickets / d * bRn Sa ' d fe tbe agent, “ Please give me two 

wifp ’ 1 T 1 me t° come back to London, and one for my 
ue not to come back !’’ 

Ypc if * 

f • 1 Quite true, Richter was among the most eminent and 

m erpreters of Wagner, and not only of Wagner, but of all 
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classical music. He never tried to make extraordinary effects 
and give sensational readings of Beethoven and the other Mas¬ 
ters. He just gave a solid, sound and yet very refined perfor¬ 
mance of every work he conducted. He ranked among the 
first. I remember seeing some of his early photographs which 
were very popular at that time and had a great sale in Germany 
and England. There was one in particular, representing him 
sitting between Wagner and Liszt, reading a score. It was cer¬ 
tainly very interesting. To see a picture means often much 
more than to read a chapter. The picture tells its story so 
quickly. It appeals to that element of childhood, perhaps, 
which remains with so many people through life—mercifully. 

Ti ou asked me a moment ago to speak of the other great Ger¬ 
man conductors at the time I was beginning my career. Well, 
one of the most popular was Hans von Billow, who was ex¬ 
tremely erratic in everything, and so he was in his career. His 
performances were sensational, but they were perfect in every 
way. He was one of the greatest conductors. In speaking of 
von Bulow one always thinks of his connection with Liszt and 
the effects of his marriage to Liszt’s daughter, Cosima. It is a 
long story, and had, we might say, great importance and pub¬ 
licity at the time—and still has for some people. Cosima was 
married to von Billow, and after some years left him and mar¬ 
ried Wagner. 

All this was of tremendous interest to musicians and brought 
about the great rupture between Liszt and Wagner. It has been 
the cause of much controversy and explanations, which will go 
on as long as stories about Wagner are being written. 

Although I knew von Biilow well later on in my career, this 
story has no special place in my own biography. Just a bit of 
the panorama of the doings of those tremendous musical days. 
Yes, I agree with you and bow to your wishes that every bio¬ 
graphy should tell its own story and reflect the doings of the 
times, which, you must admit, is something of a colossal task. 
We are indebted to the little photograph of von Biilow sitting 
so contentedly between Liszt and Wagner for this extra bit of 
musical history. 

Hans von Biilow was very sarcastic, and sometimes even un¬ 
just on account of his being so witty—that is a quality which is 
always rather dangerous. He simply could not abstain from 
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making witty remarks about people. He thoroughly enjoyedL-it. 
I recall a most amusing thing he said about a well-known con¬ 
ductor of popular concerts at the Crystal Palace in London. 

ome one sa id to von Biilow, “ Well, how do you like our 
English conductors ?” “ What conductors ?” asked von Biilow. 
„ ' 2 } l > Sl y Charles Halle, for instance.” " Oh,” with a shrug, 
he is quite good—he is a good musician.” " Then, what do 
you think about X?” "Oh,” von Bulow laughed, " he is 
a bus conductor!” "Why?” "Why!” said von Bulow, 
because he is always behind !” Great laughter! Prolonged 

a f U f ht l r ' J a . ther < ; ruel but ’ unfortunately, it contained a grain 
<>J truth which makes the point of the story. 

Yes, I had several particular contacts with von Biilow, one a 
very unpleasant one in Berlin. But that comes later on. It’s 
a long and still painful story. 

There, were, besides von Biilow, other very important con¬ 
ductors in Germany. For instance, Schuch, who was at Dresden. 
n™'T, a ° f genius ‘ Remarkable, subtle, tender, and 
him'well ^ ^ aU the qualities - A wonderful man. I knew 

He wtq *° ( Te vas bev b but I never heard him conduct. 
Sn, T- ary ° f Hans Richter - He. enjoyed a 
Z r^ PUtatl ° n in German 5 ’ ^d Bayreuth. 

Iartrp r ^’ a u°ther great Wagnerian conductor, made a 
, e ^ U a on . ln Germany and in other countries. He was 
, 1 ln Paris and London. It was an age of great 

r e ? ras an< ^ f?reat conductors, but in my opinion there are 
W glan s u°w, if I may use such an expression, although there 
r 6 mail - v bne conductors at this moment who enjoy tremendous 
vour, and great reputation. For instance, you have in America 
P W as ea< ^ er the Boston Symphony, Serge Koussevitzky, a 
Ar rl n ^ have never heard him but he is highly esteemed, 
and -r 6 fe 1S Stokowski, head of the great Philadelphia orchestra, 
ha ^ e-I* 110 Walter °f Munich, for instance, who seems also to 
an - .y mos t successful in America of late years. But when 
with T 1C * a ^- °° ne ’ fhere is nobody—nobody to be compared 
firpt 05 5 can * n b f° r he is a transcendent genius—a genius of the 
j T ; l r ' One cannot speak in any ordinary terms of 

P 1 quite true, those men are tremendous powers in the 
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musical life of the community. In America, for instance, certain 
conductors, like Theodore Thomas, were not only pioneers in 
symphonic music, but musical conductors of the nation as well. 
They were builders of orchestras. Leopold Damrosch was 
another great pioneer. He formed the first Symphony Orchestra 
in New York. Anton Seidl came later and should be mentioned 
here, as a great conductor but not as a pioneer, not in that class. 

ou must realise that in every capital of a kingdom or a grand 
dukedom and of every principality in Germany, they had a 
Court Theatre. Everywhere. In some places, like Cologne and 
Diisseldorf and Hanover after the annexation of these Rhenish 
Provinces and of the Hanover kingdom of Prussia, the Diet of 
the provinces considered it their duty towards the public to 
keep a permanent theatre and subsidise the theatre and the 
orchestra. And the free cities, such as Hamburg, Bremen, and 
Frankfurt-am-Main, all had fine orchestras, and opera, conse¬ 
quently. 

I think that these remarks, though not strictly in chronologi¬ 
cal order, will perhaps be of some interest here. 

After that debut in Vienna, my real debut as I always call it, 

I felt my career had already begun and I was fully prepared now 
to give three programmes in Paris, the result of my final work 
with Leschetizky. So I returned to Paris at once, ready and J 
eager. 

It was at the time of the Exhibition in i88g and I was asked 
to give a concert at the Exhibition, which I gladly did. And 
then I had the supreme satisfaction of being useful to my dear 
friend, Edward Kemtopf, because I encouraged him to send 
to Paris, for the Exhibition, his own pianos. And he sent them 
and through my influence was fortunate enough to obtain a gold 
medal for them. That was the happiest moment of his life, and 
a very happy moment in my existence, too. At last I could 
show him a little gratitude for all his benefits to me. 

I was then getting many engagements. My reputation was 
growing more and more. I played many times in Brussels, 
Liege, Antwerp and so on, and then in the provincial towns of 
France. I played in Lyons, Bordeaux and Nantes, and also 
several times in Nancy, concerts and chamber music. I gave 
recitals in Lyons, but I could not give any recitals in Bordeaux 
because Bordeaux is, perhaps, the most unmusical city in the 
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whole world, and I do not hesitate at all to put it in my memoirs. 
The people are absolutely wooden. They do not care for music 
and yet it is one of the richest cities in France. From the sales 
of the famous Bordeaux wines they were simply rolling in pros¬ 
perity. Lyons, on the contrary, is really musical. There are 
many adherents there of serious music and they are all very 
cultured and enthusiastic. In Bordeaux, they are absolutely 
no mg. It is quite extraordinary. Nantes is musical, Nancy 
is musical, Toulouse is also musical, but Bordeaux-!! Ah ! 

FranCe are V6ry f0nd o£ Opera. 0n the whole, 
g ]lt f . 1€ j y a f e ™ ore £ °nd of opera than of anything else. 
sn • T P re ' c assi cal music, devoid of any glittering acces- 
Nantcc q™ 1 1 y are not yet prepared. In Lyons and 
of Pip E - ^ conserva t° r ies; in Bordeaux, there is nothing 
„ . £ 1 onl y attempt in Bordeaux, for example, for 

r .rt ^ lca ' ^ on were three or four concerts which were very 
ou y called Philharmonic Concerts. They were ridiculous, 
ns fh aS 1 B u t° play at one of these Philharmonic Concerts, 
during U S -° ambit i°usly called. Through all these years, 
eivf t ! -Tlf ^ Utire career * £ t is interesting to note that I have 
there ; c ? < concerts in Bordeaux, and the very first concert 
tionrvl Tr WaS w ^ dl tbe Philharmonic Orchestra just men- 
tell y OU .bout * in absurd a-ffmr and very funny. I think I must 

Da? 6 ’ m° g ^ mme WaS P rac ti c ally endless! It began at half 
f - ' 11 0 clock an d we were all still there at one in the morn- 
o • I he programme consisted of the orchestra, which played 
“ ree or fo ur numbers; a ’cellist, who played a concerto and a 
g. 0up ot s °los; two singers, one of them a lady and a charming 
mger, too, who sang two long arias and a group of songs; there 
vas a so a baritone, who sang two long arias and another group 
j SOn £ s > there were two groups of violin numbers—and myself! 
P ayed one long concerto and two groups of solos. Whoever 
j. of such a programme ! Incredible ! 
th -» fi C COncer£ was well attended and attentively listened to for 
e few hours, but when, about midnight, a few of the 
. People tried to leave the hall, they found they were unable 
,° • Why? you ask. Because the President of the Society 

a locked all the doors and put the keys into his own pocket! 
e did not wish any one to miss one single note of that pro- 
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gramme. Ihe President of the Society was very nice-looking 
and evidently a very agreeable gentleman. He managed every¬ 
thing in his own way like a general, including the artists as well 
as the programme, for we, too, were locked in! He was with 
us most of the evening, only going out occasionally to gaze at 
the audience from the wings to see that all was well. Of course 
we artists were all put together, as is the custom, in one room. 
The room was comfortable, but not big enough for such a com¬ 
pany for that length of time. There were, in addition to the 
artists, their accompanists, too, as each performer had his own 
accompanist. The ’cellist had his; the lady singer had hers; the 
baritone had his, and the violinist too had his, and so on and on. 
We were as endless in numbers as the programme! 

The lady singer was also accompanied by her husband, a 
rather jovial Frenchman, and I mention him because he played 
an amusing role in our comedy that evening. After the concert, 
when at last everything was over, the President of the Society 
appeared in the artists' room to congratulate us. He made the 
most cordial compliments to every one. He was overflowing 
with delight and praise for us all. When he approached the 
singer to offer her his heartfelt thanks, her husband, the jovial 
Frenchman I have just spoken of, quickly stepped forward, 
extended his hand and said, “ Well, how are you ? I am very 
glad to see you, my dear cousin !” The President stopped short 
in amazement and stared at the man. “ Cousin," he repeated, 
" cousin ! What do you mean by calling me your cousin. I 
have never seen you before in my life, sir!” " Oh, well," the 
other answered with a laugh, “ when one is obliged to remain 
so long together as we have done this evening, one naturally 
feels a member of the family, and since we have been locked up 
all these hours, I must, therefore, regard you now as a 
relative !" 

Well, it was very amusing. The poor President was over¬ 
whelmed for a moment, but he rallied like the good general he 
was. The door was unlocked and we were released, and it all 
ended very satisfactorily. 

Among the musicians of the orchestra (it was half amateur 
and half professional) there was a young fellow playing, I think, 
in the second violins, who came back to the artists’ room to 
speak to me. He approached me rather hesitatingly at first. 
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After a few r compliments he said, “ I should like so much to see 

>ou again, Monsieur Paderewski. Would you not be kind 

enough to^ dine with me to-morrow?” "To-morrow," I 

- n w e ,f d ' ^ is already to-morrow ! You mean to-day !” 

.... ' yes ' f* e laughed, “ to-day. Will you come and dine 

with me to-day?” 

unday and I had to remain in Bordeaux that day, 
1. 1 ac bi:s invitation. But, of course, it was a trap. He 

to ® ues t s * it seemed, and he really wanted me 

piano was 1 * a 1 tbe ^n 61 - I noticed on my arrival, the 

so I was auitp Gn ^ & ratber lar &e number of people present, 

tSe was q r o Tb ousandateve ^ uttle - naturall y-* 

career I was nnK l ^ ° Ut of 11 and at that moment m m y 
tain piece- i?° T 8ad to have an opportunity to play cer- 
dog," as w h c h * Was not sure * To “try them on the 
the vnnno- r . ■) ' f Played several tilings very willingly, and 
play for u^T !r man sa id before I began, “ Oh, if you will only 

you a fine barr?^ y °. U wdI just P la y one solo, 1 wiI1 send 
Well, I ] a W1 ne, in token of my gratitude, and thanks." 

the barrel of wir & ? ^ bave t°ld you, not because he offered me 
me. He thanj/n ? ^ ^ ad a S ree <l to and it was agreeable to 
“ You must! C m m ° St P rofuse ly when I finished and said, 
soon in foke f me your a ddress. You will get that wine very 
shall send vrm°> » my apprec i at i°n. The finest wine I can buy, I 
wine ? Need I add that I never got that barrel of 


Well fVi 

in Fr T WaS an °ther amusing incident in my artistic career 
cert i WaS en ^ a S e d to take part in a Philharmonic con- 

i s a , T . r Provincial city. It was in Tours in 1890. Tours 
of r ea i £ Jli ! g Place, but you know the number of people fond 
illustraHr^ 1 art is extremel y sma11 - But that is again an 
engaged Dt that P rovindal musical sentiment in France. They 
a.nd that m< They knew that I was rather a success in Paris, 
they thou^- PaPerS SP ° ke V6ry favoura bly about me, and so 
me Plav tii * d WaS absolutel y indispensable for them to have 
it was a ere, . once a f least. So I accepted the engagement— 
those miscpR 7 mCe ^ ee and * went to Tours. I always detested 
sa y, chare- r , an ? ous conc erts, because, you know, one is, so to 
as one f Yu* & CGrtain electricit y for Paying, and, as long 
ySj that electricity works—it renews itself. But when 
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one has to stop continually and wait for half an hour between 
numbers, one has to recharge oneself all over again, and some¬ 
times it does not work at all. It is very difficult. 

Well, at this concert at Tours, first some one sang, a baritone 
I think, and then I had to play. I played, and the audience was 
very much pleased, and I was glad, though I did not expect 
much enthusiasm there. Then a lady singer sang. Then came 
Galipaux. He was an actor of great talent, and very popular 
then. He recited one of his amusing monologues, and he 
absolutely changed the atmosphere. It became then quit a 
different thing. Next came a tenor, I do not remember the 
name. He was rather a mediocre singer, but he had the most 
marvellous high notes. Those top notes of his sent his audience 
quite crazy with delight. You know ut de poitrine, as it 
used to be called in French, and he sang with that ut de 
poitrine.” Well, that was the climax. That was the end of the 
rest of us 1 It was in the very middle of the concert that he 
produced those top notes that won all hearts. I had to play after 
him ! And nobody listened to me—nobody ! I came after the 
immense excitement of the top notes, and I came only with a 
Nocturne of Chopin. What a tedious thing for that audience! 
They did not even listen to me. I might as well not have been 
there. 

But I played then just as I usually played, not a bit worse— 
but no top notes—therefore, no applause! No excitement! 
They were bored, they wanted more top notes. Well, I did not 
feel happy at that moment. Then the lady singer came again 
—again great success. She sang, I think, some coloratura with 
many trills and cadenzas. 

Then again came Galipaux, the actor—another success and 
then the tenor—the tenor with the top notes. This time he was 
simply a furore. The audience went wild ! So wild that when I 
appeared right after his number, to play my last group of solos, 
well, this time nobody listened to me at all—they simply began 
talking. They paid no attention to me whatever. I thanked 
God when it was finished. 

It was all very funny, of course, but also very painful. Such 
a thing had never happened to me before. I had only one 
thought in my mind, to get the next train out of Tours. 

When the concert was over, all the other artists expressed to 


THE SUCCESS THAT CAME TOO SOON I 43 

me their deep condolences and regret that I was such a failure. 
I can assure you it was very unpleasant. The only bright 
moment was the arrival of a little gentleman of the name of 
Mame, a charming man and the publisher of holy books. At 
Tours, there is that famous publishing house, Mame. He was 
very musical and had real musical culture, too. He came to 
the artists' room to speak to me. He was quite furious and ex¬ 
pressed his regrets and deep apologies, and said he was disgusted 
with the behaviour of the audience, who proved themselves to 
be only a lot of barbarians. He was quite upset. He felt the 
musical integrity of Tours was at stake. He could not under¬ 
stand, he said, why that wretched singer who had a very bad 
voice and only a few top notes, had made such a sensation, why 
the audience had gone crazy over that mediocre performance, 
and had not paid any attention to real art, and so on. 

I suppose it was a little balm to my feelings at that moment. 
At any rate, it started a friendship that lasted for years. Yes, 
if r years and years that dear good man came to every one of 
my recitals in Paris. Was that not charming of him? And 
always after each concert he would hurry back to greet me, and 
his first words were always the same —“ Well, my friend, this 
is a little different from Tours, is it not?” 

These are two amusing stories to our credit. That is good 
measure. We must be serious again, and we now come to a 
moment in my career—it was in ’90—when I had to prepare 
on short notice, just out of gratitude for my French colleague, 
a programme of French composition exclusively. I had two 
concertos and some twelve or more short pieces, and I learned 
till that within a fortnight! It was a charity concert for some 
institution. I was obliged to do it. 

I mention this programme of French composition which I had 
to learn so rapidly, because it is connected with an experience 
that will be useful to others. I learned these pieces in a fortnight 
and played them all, and played them well too! Technically 
well, I mean—not a single slip! But I was not sure of my 
memory even ten minutes before the concert. It was an agony ! 

I had to look at the music—the concertos especially—just before 
I went on to the platform. Up to the last minute I was memor¬ 
ising continuously. I went through the concert—I pulled 
through my programme to the satisfaction of the audience and 
p.m. k 
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the composers who were present. I played several compositions 
by unknown composers that day. But here is the interesting 
part of my story and the reason for it. Three days later, I did 
not know one bit of it, and could not repeat one single piece. 
Not one! It was gone. AH this shows that nothing can be 
accomplished through one big effort of forced memory. I 
crammed and I stuffed myself literally like one of the famous 
Strasbourg geese! Every student should realise that good and 
enduring results are obtainable only through a series of small 
but continuous daily efforts, but a single effort is absolutely 
sterile. Knowledge, whether in science or in art, or in any 
human occupation, can be achieved only through daily toil and 
effort. That is absolutely true. 

As it is with many people, so it is with students who are taking 
examinations—they enjoy themselves for a whole year until the 
time comes for the examination, then they make a supreme 
effort and acquire superficial, but brilliant, knowledge for the 
moment. After that, the same thing happens to them as hap¬ 
pened to me with my programme of fifteen pieces learned in a 
fortnight—nothing left of it—nothing ! 

" Time is very vindictive and takes a cruel revenge 
on everything accomplished without its co-operation. 



Paderewski at the time of his debut. 




VI 


Paris and a Dutch Supper Tour 


JSLi?. ln . Pans 1S a bl S chapter m itself. It was one of the 

hfe ItFs e ?Mr„! ) /f my Ca l eer ~ th ’ e beginning of m y real artist 
If thoj h f * ™ recapture, in a fleeting moment, the feelings 
of that time and to recreate for you the mental and spiritual 
dimension I lived in. To tell the story of those days so long ago 

the'pTero pla y the leading role and become 

ml 5 f he my difficulties and disappointments, 

JJ. 7 and ! opes and hl S h ambitions, and then the fun 

we nmst ^ 0rk “ that is the task before us, to which 

we must address ourselves. 

f( r/ h Pe 7 kapS w + e shouId him new to the chronological order, 
tor there are certain moments of the Paris life which are of great 

touch,! add - a kl " d ° f Sfcasoning to the story. So many 
g and ln terestmg things I remember in connection with 
p , 1 na hties of that time—things that are perhaps not 
g nerally known, or that may have been forgotten. In Paris, 
in London, I met all the famous figures of the day in m usi c, 
society and politics. A great regiment—alas, we must now say 
°t ghosts, for they are all dead. 

, 1 ™ as at this time that I brought my son, that poor sick 
' t° Paris that he might be near me. My friends, Mr. and 

f r T° rski ’ t0 ° k 03re of . him then. He lived with them, in 
, ac ‘ t was all very difficult and his condition was a great 
dy. I could not go to Poland for him, owing to the great 
7 cult y of passports, so Edward Kemtopf brought him to 
lenna and Mr. Stowiowslci's father brought him to me in 
ans ‘ He had incredible difficulty even then in walking. He 
was about nine years old. It was very hard, this constant 
f ‘ ; |y an the background of my life, my work increasing and 
absorbing every moment of my time, my career, for what else 
Can * h it, surging and pushing on, demanding all my powers, 
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time and force—and my poor boy to be cared for, to be cured, 
as I hoped for many years. I had to go on with my work, I 
had to follow my destiny. I was not yet thirty and every hour 
was precious. But always in the foregrounu was the menace of 
his illness, a constantly increasing problem to be met. He had 
his tutors at this time and he was intelligent and gift* 1? he had 
a brilliant clear mind; he loved music too. It was difficult to 
take him to concerts, but he often went to recitals at the Sail 
Erard which we could manage easily and he was very happy to 
go, and touchingly proud of me at these concerts. It was a 
great excitement to him, a stimulant to his mind. Poor hill, 
he was completely cut off from everything in life except intellec¬ 
tual things, by his great infirmity. 

I had three seasons in Paris before appearing in London and 
the contacts and friends made then continued through the years. 
I decided to make Paris my headquarters and took a small 
apartment in the Avenue Victor Hugo—a very small and modest 
one it was, but still, I had to get my roots, so to speak, into 
the ground. 

That little apartment was very dear to my heart. Just as the 
two little rooms in Vienna, it became a part of my life and, as in 
Vienna, I kept the Paris apartment for many years, until igo 5 
in fact. It was all connected with my work, a little world of my 
own—a world of work, of increasing work, a work hat never 
stopped. And I know as absolutely to-day as then that I w'as 
always struggling for perfection, pushing on and on to ths t ev< r 
receding, faraway peak of attainment. All work is hke that. 
Immensities increase as we progress and the summit of the 
mountain is always farther and farther away. 

My greatest anxiety in those years was learning new pro¬ 
grammes and giving them to the audiences. My thoughts and 
my work became the world I lived in, the only occupation of 
my heart and life. The career filled everything—it was over and 
above everything. This building period, as I call it, hard as it 
was was gloriously rich in other ways and exerted a great deal 
of influence, naturally, and was tremendously stimulating. It 
was then that I began to meet many people in all walks of life, 
important people, and through them I glimpsed another world. 
I knew all the great musicians of the hour. Their doors opened 
to me, and Charles Gounod was among the first. His was a 
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wonderful personality. There was something in his appearance 
which gave you the impression of a High Priest. Gounod was 
very stately, with a beautiful white beard, wonderfully expres¬ 
sive eyes, and with a facility of speech that was perhaps a little 
ecclesiastical at times, because it was so unctuous; every sen¬ 
tence was perfect when he spoke—a voice always harmonious 
and never excessive in intonation. Kind and benevolent in 
every way, a beautiful man really. He was not only the master 
of a school (because all modern French operas proceed from 
Charles Gounod) but there was something I dare say pontifical 
in his ways and in his influence over younger musicians. It was 
a very marked characteristic of his. 

Gounod was not only a composer, but a very learned man. 
He knew many things, but never wrote about them, as did some 
of his colleagues. He preferred to write nothing but music. He 
was not as fond of writing, of putting his knowledge into print 
as was, for instance, Camille Saint-Saens, though he was just 
as versatile. He just kept within the limits of his art. He was 
an enthusiastic admirer of Mozart and considered him as his 
ideal. This is even noticeable to a certain extent in some of his 
compositions, because they are essentially simple, with the sin¬ 
cere and frank predominance of melody. 

In my opinion, certain parts of his “ Faust " are as beautiful 
as anything written in music. For instance, the love scene, the 
middle part of the waltz (which is of rare beauty), the prelude 
and the serenade. There are pages of supreme inspiration. 

There is an opera of his which is a comedy, “ Le Medecin 
™algre lui,” based on Moliere's comedy, which is a chef- 
d’oeuvre. There is " Mireille,” another opera, based upon a 
Poem by Mistral, one of the greatest French poets. 

Now there is something still little known about Gounod which 
ls °f great interest, I think. That was his singing at the piano. 
He sang French songs sometimes, quite often in fact, at the 
house of the old Madame Marchesi, the renowned singing 
teacher, and it was supremely beautiful. He had a poor, thin 
little voice, but he could do anything with that voice. He had 
a rare gift for singing. He sang with great emotion and style. 

I used to go to his house very often. He was a charming com¬ 
panion. It was always a joy to me to be with him and it was 
an added joy for me to see him at my concerts and hear him 
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applauding and shouting his approval, “ Bravo ! Paderewski, 
bravo !” He always came. I loved him very much. 

Gounod had a tremendous knowledge of affairs, but he never 
tried to appear brilliant. He was a simple, natural kind of man 
and sometimes very jovial in his wit. 

The next greatest French musician, after Gounod, who be¬ 
came my friend was Camille Saint-Saens. He was an extra¬ 
ordinary man because he knew so many things. His knowledge 
was very wide. He wrote philosophical books. He wrote even 
a book on astronomy. He was a member of the Institute of 
France. He was elected as a musician, but he used very often 
to go to sittings in any department of the Institute, to the de¬ 
partment of archaeology, for instance, where he would read an 
interesting memorandum on that subject, or to the department 
of mathematics, where he would read something about 
astronomy. A most erudite and unusual man. 

There was at that time, when I was in Paris, a singer of great 
reputation and of marvellous baritone voice, whose name was 
Faure. His elocution and his masterly use of the remnant of his 
voice, for he was then really an old man, were just as remark¬ 
able and even more refined than the now almost forgotten 
(except by musicians) Battistini. Battistini was one of the 
greatest baritone singers of our time, one of the greatest of any 
time. 

I once played in a concert when Faure sang. I noticed only 
one fault with him. That was, he used to hold certain notes 
very long—he would make a tremendous retard if they were 
beautiful, and hang on to them for ever. The prolongation of 
those notes was sometimes extremely painful, even to his 
admirers. 

On one occasion it was in the house of an aristocratic lady 
who gave fashionable musicals quite frequently. Charles 
Gounod was present and Faure was about to sing certain songs 
of Gounod. It was an occasion, and every one quite conscious 
of it. The charming lady of the house suggested that perhaps 
it would please Gounod to accompany Monsieur Faure himself. 
Would he? 

" Oh. no, Madame/’ he replied quickly. “ Why should I? 
I cannot sit down in every comer.” Gounod was not easy of 
approach, as you see, and this was a characteristic answer. 
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Saint-Saens was unfailingly kind to me. He came to my 
concerts when I played his own Concerto in C Minor and was 
perfectly enthusiastic, and after that never missed an oppor¬ 
tunity to show his good feelings. I still have some photographs 
of him with his expression of gratitude and affection and so on, 
which I prize very highly because he was a man who never 
showed any sentiment. It was a well-known fact that he was 
neither amiable nor accessible—always extremely difficult to 
approach, but I can only say that to me he was always kind 
and considerate. 

In connection with this, I remember an incident with him in 
18 5. I had finished the orchestration of my own concerto for 
piano. It was in the summer of that year. I had been already 
introduced to Saint-Saens. When I finished that concerto, I was 
still lacking in experience. I had not even heard it performed— 
i<. was something I was longing for. I wanted to have the 
opinion then of a really great orchestral composer. I needed it. 
So without further thought I took my score and went directly 
to Saint-Saens. But I was rather timid, though I already knew 
Tm personally, and he had heard my playing of his concerto. 
But I realised on second thought that it was, perhaps, pre¬ 
sumption on my part to go to him. Still I went to his house 
nevertheless. I was so anxious for his opinion. 

He opened the door himself. “ Oh, Paderewski, it’s you. 
Come in,’ he said. “ Come in. What do you want?” I 
realised even before he spoke that he was in a great hurry and 
writable, probably writing something as usual and not wanting 
0 be interrupted. “ What can I do for you? What do you 
want?” 

Oh ' I hesitated what to answer. I knew he was annoyed. 

^ had come at the wrong moment. “ I came to ask your opinion 
about my piano concerto,” I said very timidly. “ I-” 

My dear Paderewski,” he cried, “ I have not the time. I 
cannot talk to you to-day. I cannot.” 

11 t 

1 am sorry,” I said, starting to leave. " Perhaps—perhaps 

I may come another time,” I ventured, still hopeful. 

Oh,” he cried. " Another time may be even worse than 
0 4 iy. I have no time—ever. ’ ’ He took a few steps impatiently 
I -lit the room. " Well, you are here, so I suppose I must 
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receive you. Let me hear your concerto. Will you play it for 
me ?” 

" Yes,” I answered. " And I have the score for you also to 
read.” 

He took the score and read it as I played. He listened very 
attentively. At the Andante he stopped me, saying, " What a 
delightful Andante ! Will you kindly repeat that?” I repeated 
it. I began to feel encouraged. He was really interested. Finally 
he said, " There is nothing to be changed. You may play it 
whenever you like. It will please the people. It’s quite ready. 
You needn’t be afraid of it, I assure you.” 

So the interview turned out very happily after all and he sent 
me off with high hopes and renewed courage. At that moment 
in my career, his assurance that the concerto was ready made 
me feel a certain faith in my work that I might otherwise not 
have had then. 

I met him many times after that, at certain concerts where 
I played some of his own works. But the most pleasant 
experience with him was in Geneva, Switzerland, many, many 
years afterwards. I think it was in 1911. There was a festival 
of his works given by Gustave Doret, who was the conductor. 
He invited Saint-Saens to come and told him I was going to play 
his concerto; whereupon Saint-Saens immediately wrote back, 
saying, “ Perhaps I may be able to induce Paderewski to play 
my Polonaise also, which I wrote years ago for two pianos. Ask 
him if he will play it with me.” Of course I accepted with great 
pleasure, and so we played together that Polonaise. He was 
really delighted. It was a most touching occasion. Although 
Saint-Saens had intended to stay only for his own concerto, 
when he heard that my Symphony was to be performed at the 
last concert, he insisted on staying another day for that. That 
was very kind of him, a gracious gesture. 

A big banquet was offered in his honour after the festival and 
I was asked to say a few words and I made an address which 
pleased and moved him very much. It made me happy, too. 
It was a charming reunion altogether. 

The third interesting musician I met in those early days in 
Paris was Massenet, a man of great talent; a great faculty for 
writing, very successful and very rich, too. I think he was the 
richest among French musicians. He liked very much to go on 
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the day of the performance of his opera—whether at the Grand 
Op6ra or at the Op€ra Comique and personally inquire at the 
box office about the sale of the seats. “ How are the tickets 
selling?” he would ask. “ Is the bouse sold out to-night? I 
hope so.” 

Even when he was quite ill, in spite of physical difficulties 
he would get up in the morning, read in the journal that his 
opera was to be performed that evening, and then off he would 
go to the box office. It was a little mania, of course. I think it 
was not wholly a financial interest. He really wanted to know 
how the public was feeling towards him, whether he was still 
popular or not. It was a mixture of feelings, like most things. 
I did not find him very witty personally. He was, of course, not 
a man of such tremendous interest as Saint-Saens, or Gounod. 
He was a musician and somewhat imbued with his personal 
greatness. 

Massenet wrote a number of operas and two especially found 
great favour with the public. “ Manon ” was his first great 
success and then, of course, “ Thais,” which is still performed. 
I saw the first performance of “ Thai's ” with Sybil Sanderson, 
a young American soprano from California, a sort of protegee 
of Massenet. She made a great furore in Paris for a time. 

Thai's ” became a great sensation of the opera season through 
Mary Garden’s beautiful interpretation. Massenet wrote many 
lovely songs too, which had a vogue at that time. 

I also knew Vincent d’lndy, who was a great musician. He 
was already, to a certain extent, under the influence of the new 
currents in German music. There was some little Wagnerian 
streak in his art. It was not by any means an imitation, but he 
was just betraying that atmospheric influence. He was the first 
Frenchman who did, and it was, of course, long before the real 
0r ultra modern French music made its appearance, Debussy, 
Ravel, and so on. D’lndy wrote some delightful things for the 
orchestra, several symphonic poems, operas, and chamber 
music, but his masterpiece of great dimension still remains “ Le 
Chant de la Cloche,” based upon the famous Schiller poem. 

I knew Charles-Marie Widor, who was an organist and a 
composer and a professor of composition in the Paris Conserva¬ 
tory, especially of orchestration, a very learned, tactful and 
clever man. He played quite an important part, not only in the 
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musical world of Paris at that time, but as Permanent Secretary 
of the Institute of France, which is a veiy high position, indeed, 
and a very influential one. In spite of his being now ninety- 
three years of age he still continues to work, and work well. He 
is a man of remarkable ability and a wonderful character 
altogether. 

Yes, I knew him well. I saw him here in Paris a few years 
ago—two years ago I think, and we talked about various things 
of great interest to us both. I asked him, I remember, if he 
knew anything concerning the interest Charles the Great took 
in music. " Well,” he said, " I know a little—I know that he 
was very much interested in music and that he was surrounded 
by musicians of that time (eighth century) but I shall look up 
some documents to enlighten you.” And he did. Just two days 
afterwards I received a little book where all the works of the 
composers (of plain-chant) were mentioned. Yes, he sent me 
that book. He had thought about it, and found It. He had 
taken that trouble—a man over ninety. That gives you some 
idea of the quality of the man—does it not? 

Widor was also the organist of the Church of St. Sulpice. 
The organ of St. Sulpice was a remarkably beautiful one and 
Widor’s famous organ recital every Sunday morning was a 
rendezvous of the whole aristocratic and artistic Paris world. 
The church was always crowded with the most brilliant gather¬ 
ing of beautiful and fashionable ladies. I think there is an 
interesting comment to be made here when speaking about a 
church, for the church, it seems to me, is almost exclusively a 
feminist institution. I have always felt this to be so, and in this 
particular instance it certainly was, for there were only the most 
influential fashionable ladies present and it was always the same 
audience. All the beautiful ladies of Paris were present; there 
were even some foreign ladies of great distinction and especial 
brilliance always to be found there on Sunday, as near to the 
organ and Widor as they could possibly get. And of course, 
naturally, it was very agreeable to him, for it is very pleasant to 
anybody to look at beautiful faces and charming dresses, and 
so on. To hear Widor on Sunday morning at St. Sulpice became 
a habit and a fashion that lasted many years. 

These gatherings could only be compared to certain lectures, 
for instance, of Professor Caro at the Sorbonne, when, for that 
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rather heavy subject of philosophy, an audience of the fashion¬ 
able ladies of Paris was gathered together and the hall was not 
half large enough to contain them all! Such was his popularity. 
Professor Caro was a real celebrity, a very brilliant and inter¬ 
esting man, but he does not belong in my musical memories. 

I think right here in this list of famous musicians there should 
certainly be added the name of Edouard Lalo. I used to see 
him veiy frequently in the house of Sarasate, the great violinist. 
They were very close friends and I was often admitted into their 
stimulating and delightful atmosphere. Lalo wrote several con¬ 
certos for the violin, chamber music, some beautiful songs, and 
towards the end of his career he had the joy of seeing his opera 
Le Roi d'Ys ” performed. It was, so far as I know, the only 
opera he wrote and it was a very beautiful thing. 

In this increasingly long list Gabriel Faure has his special 
place. Faure was a great composer of songs. They used to call 
Min, rather pretentiously, the French Schumann. The com¬ 
parison was not very much justified, I must say, because the 
range c Schumann was so very much higher and very much 
wider, and of course his genius is unquestionable. But Faur6 
^.iote many beautiful and poetic songs. His chamber music, 
though enjoying some popularity, was not as profound nor as 
perfect as to arm. One piece, however, seems to me to be a 
wonderful addition to the comparatively poor literature for the 
cello. That is his Eiegie. That is a gem. 

a only great French composer of noble and lofty inspiration 
vjho has almost created a school among modern musicians of 
France and Belgium was Cesar Franck. He was a Walloon— 
rench language, but Flemish origin. He was the only one 
tom I did not meet personally. He was never to be seen in 
concerts. He was living like a monk, seeing only his pupils, and 
! is generally believed that he was actually afraid of new 
acquaintances. He retired absolutely from life. So I never tried 
to approach him, but I admired him very deeply. Certain 
things, for instance, that symphony of his (in D minor) and his 
violin sonata—beautiful, very noble music—a master work. 

But aside from musicians, I had opportunities to meet the 
greatest painters, sculptors, and even poets of France. In fact, 

I knew many of them well. It was a brilliant society. These 
opportunities came at first through a talented French painter in 
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Strasbourg. His name was Schutzenberger. When I came to 
Paris, he gave several receptions for me, and I had the privilege 
of seeing the studios of almost all the important painters of that 
time. G^rome, Benjamin-Constant, Bouguereau, Bonnat, Puvis 
de Chavannes, and Detaille, etc. But Rodin, the sculptor, I 
never met. He was not at all accessible. 

Naturally, I knew some artists who were not French; for 
instance, Munkaesy, the great Hungarian painter. I played 
several times in his studio, to which the best society of Paris was 
always very eager to go. 

There were some salons in Paris where music was considered 
almost as a religion. Several ladies of the highest society played 
the piano themselves and rather well, and devoted to that art 
much energy and labour. They were pupils of a Madame 
Dubois, and Madame Dubois was the last pupil of Chopin. She 
must have been in her youth extremely beautiful, because when 
I was introduced to her for the first time, she was already a very 
old lady but of exceptionally attractive features and wonderfully 
beautiful expression. 

I heard from her certain interesting remarks as they were 
made by the great Master himself, and I cannot deny that I 
derived some benefit from them, even at second hand. She told 
me many things of interest. 

I remember once when I was playing the 17th Prelude of 
Chopin, Madame Dubois said that Chopin himself used to play 
that bass note in the final section (in spite of playing everything 
else diminuendo) with great strength. He always struck that 
note in the same way and with the same strength, because of the 
meaning he attached to it. He accentuated that bass note—he 
proclaimed it, because the idea of that Prelude is based on the 
sound of an old clock in the castle which strikes the eleventh 
hour. Madame Dubois told me that I should not make that note 
diminuendo as I intended, in accordance with the right hand 
which plays diminuendo continually, but said that Chopin 
always insisted the bass note should be struck with the same 
strength—no diminuendo, because the clock knows no diminu¬ 
endo. That bass note was the clock speaking. I have always 
played it since then as I was told Chopin wanted it to be. 

Madame Dubois was the mother of all the pianists in the best 
Parisian society ! She was beloved of all these ladies. Whenever 
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there was a little reception at Madame Dubois', you would 
meet there the most eminent, the most illustrious families of 
France. 

Among her pupils there was an exceptionally talented lady, 
Prinoesse de Brancovan, whose salon had the reputation of 
being the most musical and exclusive in Paris. The Princess was 
of Greek origin, married to a Roumanian prince by the name of 
Bibesco, a former reigning dynasty in Roumania, a very ancient 
dynasty. There were several brothers Bibesco and she was the 
widow of the eldest brother who had inherited the ancient title 
of Bessaraba of Brancovan. 

I played many times in her distinguished home. 

Another salon was at the house of Princess Alexandra 
Bibesco, who was married to the brother of the Prince de Bran¬ 
covan, but bearing another title. The Princess Bibesco was a 
good pianist herself too, and there was a great deal of rivalry 
between the two princesses on account of their piano playing. 

I knew them both, but I must acknowledge that the art of 
the Princesse de Brancovan was much more perfect. She had a 
beautiful tone, but was extremely nervous and always frightened 
when asked to play. She used to say, “ I am afraid of being 
afraid,” but when she played Mozart, it was really beautiful, 
admirable. 

I think this is the place where I should mention her daughters, 
particularly the poetess, the Comtesse de Noailles. The other 
daughter was a very gifted sculptress who married Prince de 
Caraman Chimay. Of her three children there is only her son 
Prince de Brancovan who remains, and who lives in Roumania. 
But it is of Anna, the Comtesse de Noailles, that I now wish 
to speak. She was considered one of the real, perhaps I may 
even say great, poets. I knew her when she was twelve years 
of age, when I visited them near Evian. They had a villa in 
a suburb of Evian, a very beautiful villa on the lake. I first 
heard that little child playing exercises. She was very fond of 
music, and practised faithfully. But she was rather fragile and 
always suffering. Her nervous constitution was extremely 
delicate and she had not the strength to become a pianist in 
spite of her determined efforts. I think that hearing my playing 
so often, she finally got rather discouraged, poor child, and 
abandoned the piano. But she expressed herself in poetry and 
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some of her poems rank among the masterpieces of modern 
French poetry. They were mostly lyrical. She was a very 
highly educated person with a fine and inquiring mind and had 
a great inclination towards philosophy. She knew practically 
all the schools of philosophy, beginning with the Greek and 
ending with the modern ones. She was really extraordinary, 
and especially in conversation; her erudition was surprising be¬ 
cause she took interest in everything that was new and impor¬ 
tant. She understood Einstein, for instance, and she studied 
the works of Einstein and could discuss them like a specialist. A 
wonderful mind. She wrote many poems treating of music; she 
wrote poems on Chopin, Liszt, Mozart, and Schubert. One of 
her favourite composers was Schubert. 

She recited her poems delightfully and very willingly. She 
was always pleased to see that people were interested; in fact, 
she " took " the stage, as they say. That was the eternal 
feminine—the woman in her. She liked to be the centre of 
interest. Her reciting of her own poems was extremely interest¬ 
ing. She had an amazing personality, and a very beautiful, 
vivid face and marvellous eyes, but she was very delicate and 
extremely small—a fragile creature of nerves and fire. I can 
think of no other words in describing her sensitive and flaming 
personality. 

She died when I was crossing the ocean on my return from 
America in 1933. I was returning home on the lie de France 
and Monsieur Harriot, the Premier of France, who was 
on board, first brought me the news of her death. He came to 
my cabin in the early morning the day before landing and said, 
“ Our dear friend, Comtesse de Noailles, has just died. I have 
received a radio message.'’ 

She died one of the greatest poets of the time. She published 
a book entitled The Book of My Life and there is in it a chapter 
in which she has written about me, so beautifully, so touc hin gly 
that I cannot do less, and alas I cannot do more than 
acknowledge now my gratitude for the long years of our friend¬ 
ship and my devotion to her. 

Her funeral was a very special occasion and naturally re¬ 
ceived great publicity. As one of her closest and oldest friends, 

I was invited to speak. It was a poignant occasion for me. I 
had many beautiful souvenirs of friendship and memories 
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concerning her, but they all fell so far short in expression of 
all that I felt that day. She too, with her wonderful mother, and 
so many other cherished friends, had passed from my life for 
ever. I could only express then my devotion to her shadow. 

And now we turn back again to my early Paris days. It was 
at that time that Wagner’s star was rising formidably on the 
musical horizon of Paris. His music had already raised a terrible 
controversy. It was a burning topic. On the part of musicians, 
though, there was little opposition. They soon began to bow 
their heads before Wagner’s genius. Although " Lohengrin ” 
was the first of his operas that actually launched him in Paris, 
it must not be forgotten that " Tannhauser ” had already been 
produced thirty years before, in 1861, in a storm of fury and 
resentment on the part of the musicians. It was given for three 
performances only, I believe. At the first performance of 
* Tannhauser, the audience went wild, perfectly mad, and to 
the accompaniment of howls, hisses, booing and whistling on 
keys, the poor singers and orchestra fought their way. It was 
Pandemonium and to a degree unimaginable. The audience 
was absolutely out of hand and outraged, and with the exception 
of the Pilgrims Chorus, to which they listened with some 
tolerance and faint applause, the catastrophe was complete. AH 
this is common knowledge, I know, although many may have 
forgotten it at the moment, as ‘ Lohengrin ” is generally spoken 
of as the first Wagnerian opera to be produced in Paris. It, too, 
had a stormy reception both inside and outside the Opera House. 

The premiere of " Lohengrin " took place at the Grand 
Opera in Paris in 1891, three years after my debut there, and 
there was a violent demonstration, an actual riot in fact which 
occurred in front of the Opera House. Several people were 
injured and a number killed, and it was some time before the 
Police could control the furious mob. The Parisians were out¬ 
raged at the performances of Wagner, a German, in their city. 

It was on account of his attitude after the Franco-Prussian war, 
when he was triumphantly hailing the victory of the Prussians 
over France. It was sheer patriotism on their part. 

But, unlike " Tannhauser,” “ Lohengrin ” was produced 
many times that season at the Opera and was the first real recog¬ 
nition of Wagner’s genius and final acceptance by the Parisian 
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public. " The music of the future,” as it was called, had won 

its place to a certain extent. _' ___ T 

Gounod, for instance, felt rather strongly about Wagner. 1 
once heard him discussing the Wagner operas and remer r 
well something he said then about them, a criticism that; is of 1 n 
used and credited to various people. Bat I, myself, he rd 
Gounod say these very words, more than forty-five y u ago. 

“ Yes ” said Gounod laughingly, but oh so sarcastically, l 
agree—certainly there are delightful moments in Wagners 
operas, but awful quarters of an hour.” (II ya des delieieux 

moments, mais des fichus quarts d heure.) 

I remember also that Gounod said on another occasion that 
Wagner was a monster !—but " un monstre puissant. W g- 
ner’s operas were all so much against the Italian and ’ ^ 
tradition of the continuous singing of beautiful anas and the 
beautiful singing tone. In the Wagner operas fee orchestral 
music predominates. That was hard to understand for a people 
educated in a quite different atmosphere and accustomed to 
different formulas and different traditions altogether. 

Of course all these happenings and contacts made a new life 

_a new world for me, in great contrast and quite different from 

Berlin and Vienna. The French society at that time was particu¬ 
larly brilliant and the Paris world rich in musicians, sculptor , 
and poets. I entered into an atmosphere that surpassed any¬ 
thing I had dreamed—anything I had imagined, even the 

imagination of youth. ,. , ,, ,__ 

One of my most charming souvenirs was meeting, at the house 

of my dear friend, Princesse de Brancovan, the poet, Fred nc 
Mistral, the greatest poet of France. He spoke fee most beaufi- 
ful French but with the most unbearable accent. It was really 
painful to listen to him when reciting his poems m French, for 
instance which he often did. The first few lines were dreadiul 
t different language altogether. But gradually his enthusiasm 
d his masterly elocution made you forget that shortcoming, 
Bat little drawback of accent, and you were compelled to listen, 

and with keen enjoyment. ... f 

The great particular furore of that season, was, of course, 
Sarah Bernhardt, " The Divine Sarah ” she was called I was 
playing in Budapest many years ago and she was performing 
there at the same time. After her performance all the aristocracy 
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of Budapest organised a banquet in her honour. I think she 
would not have paid much attention to me then because there 
were a great many people gathered in that Hotel Hungaria, but 
one of the gentlemen present. Count C., said, “ Somebody must 
say a few words to-night, and I do not know anybody here who 
will have the courage to speak French before the Divine Sarah.” 
Then he turned suddenly to me, why I don't know, and said, 

Ah, you must be very familiar with French, Monsieur 
Paderewski, perhaps you will say a few words for us.” So I 
made a little address. Fortunately it pleased her very much, 
it seems, and she thanked me and asked me to call upon her in 
her home in Paris, which unfortunately I could never do, be¬ 
cause whenever I intended to do so, some engagement inter¬ 
fered. So I was never in her house, which was rather famous 
and something of a menagerie, if report was true. She was said 
to have a lion cub as a pet and there was even a rumour that 
she kept a snake or two. However, the house of such a woman 
could not fail to be an interesting reflection of her own 
personality. She had many gifts other than her acting. She 
fancied herself a sculptress and worked at it and did a number 
of things. She was a person of tremendous vitality, a kind of 
special force that created sparks wherever she went. All this, 
I think we may safely say, was in addition to her extraordinary 
talent for acting. She was a brilliantly clever woman in many 
ways a child of the limelight. She created a world of her own 
and reigned over it as long as she lived. 

She was a marvellous actress, who always made upon me the 
same impression as the great French orator, Jaures. There was 
the same lack of material strength. She had a very limited 
voice in spite of her power. In moments of calm recitation it 
was incomparable. When she became veiy dramatic, on pro¬ 
foundly emotional moments, the voice became shrill and harsh 
and even hoarse. She was unable to speak in a very loud tone. 

I could never understand why they spoke of her voice as 
‘ golden. ’ In my opinion it seemed to be exactly the opposite 
of golden. 

And so it was with Jaures. Jaures was a well-known Socialist, 
a teacher of philosophy and a lecturer. He ardently championed 
the cause of Socialism and had an active career in French 
politics. He was famous as an orator and later was one of the 
P.M. l 
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most energetic defenders of Dreyfus. I heard him several times 
and always with the same feeling, his voice was so painful to 
listen to, and each time I said to myself, Now I shall enjoy 
him to-morrow, when I can read his address in the newspaper! 
Because there was so much thought, such co-ordination, such 
artistic climaxes in his speeches which his voice could not give. 
His voice and his gesture were absolutely inadequate to his 
emotion. He had peculiar hands too; hands which appeared 
to be lifeless, and his sleeves hung down over them. There was 
always a certain awkwardness in his hands; his gestures were 
feeble and impotent. His voice was exactly the same as Sarah 
Bernhardt’s—when it came to the necessity of using a powerful 
tone, it was inadequate. But he had power nevertheless, though 
he completely lacked magnetism. 

But Sarah Bernhardt had enormous magnetism. It drew and 
held in complete thraldom her audience, wherever it was. In 
that respect she was impeccable. A divine gift of the gods! 

Sir Henry Irving, too, had that same inadequate voice, but 
he realised his shortcomings and knew how to manage his voice 
so it never offended your ear. Voices always affect me deeply 
and a poor, rasping tone always sets up nervous irritation. It 
seemed to me that there was an aureole round Irving’s head 
whenever he appeared on the stage. He always created quite 
a different atmosphere in whatever role he played. He raised 
the whole tone. 

But if Irving’s voice was unsatisfactory, certainly the adored 
Ellen Terry’s, who always played with him, was just opposite. 
That was a marvellous voice. Rich and powerful. It still 
lingers in my ears, so noble and harmonious. It was like 
beautiful music. 

Actors are always dear to the heart of the public. They excite 
the imagination, it seems to me, more than any other artist. 
There were several famous actresses that were idols in my Paris 
days—the lovely Jane Hading and that enormous favourite. 
Rejane, the finest comedienne of her time. And there was 
another great actress, long dead, whose fame still rings round 
the world—Rachel. She was a great tragedienne—according to 
many people, perhaps the greatest actress that ever lived, cer¬ 
tainly the greatest French actress. I heard constantly about her 
gifts from very old French people whom I knew in Paris. They 
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still talked, and I may say even wept, at their memories of 
Rachel. She was an undying figure and later on, curiously 
enough, and from an American by adoption, Carl Schurz, I 
again listened to rhapsodies about this amazing creature. Carl 
Schurz spoke of her as a divinity; he said he had never in his 
life had an impression comparable to that he obtained from 
seeing Rachel act. Schurz spoke about Rachel, not only with 
eloquence, but with the warmth and emotion and tenderness of 
a very young man. She still filled his mind as a thing apart. 
When talking with him, Rachel became alive to me—I could 
almost imagine that I, too, had seen her. 

And Monet Sully, too, and the brothers Coquelin. Of course 
I knew them and enjoyed them like all the great Paris world. 

It is true, I saw and met them all and they enriched and 
enlarged my vision. They made their impress at the time and 
have left their charming memories with me. But life was a 
stern, grim business then—nothing really mattered but work. 
The career was being built step by step—slow, painful stages. 


II 

There is a little episode that I recall at this moment in con¬ 
nection with my first season in Paris. It is rather amusing to 
; 'k back upon, but it was most painful at the time. I will offer 
it as a little diversion from too many celebrities. 

One day early in the spring, in May I think, in 1889, there 
appeared at my little apartment in the Avenue Victor Hugo, a 
; mtleman—no, I will not give his name—who offered me a tour 
} n Holland. I was rather surprised at this and said it was too 
a that the season was over in May. 

Oh, never mind, that does not matter at all,” he said, " we 
£ an have a very successful tour, and here is my contract 
°* ' 0u to look at. i had it all ready, you see. Read it and see 
w ether the conditions are agreeable to you or not. I shall be 
V W 11 t0 arran & e this tour. I’m very anxious to, in fact.” 

Well, I looked at the contract and, as he said, it was quite 
fVourable. There was a very acceptable fee, and also the 
Ooiigation on the part of the gentleman to pay me on the evening 
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of each performance, either after or before the concert. It was 
all very clear. Nothing to find fault with. 

“ But,” he said, after we had discussed the contract, “ you 
must realise that Holland is a very peculiar country. A recital 
alone will not appeal to the public. They are especially fond of 
chamber music and if we could arrange a trio, for instance, it 
would be very advantageous to us all. You naturally will be 
the principal figure, but a trio will increase the sale of tickets. 

I had no objection to this and said, “ Well, that is your 
business. I accept either recitals or chamber music concerts, 
whatever you wish and think best. But a group of my solos after 
playing chamber music from notes (which is very hard work) 
would be too fatiguing. There must be something to change the 
mood, a short piece for the violin or ’cello, or something like 
that.” 

Well, we talked it over, and the gentleman (who must still 
be nameless) was quite agreeable to this suggestion and engaged 
a 'cellist and a violinist, whom I knew very well and with whom 
I had frequently played in Paris. So all was well, and we began 

our tour. 

On our way to Holland we stopped at Rheims, and played in 
the circus there because there was no hall available. There was 
a very poor attendance, first, because Rheims is a very small 
place, and secondly, it was too late, and thirdly, because we 
played in a circus ! 

So, as I’ve just said, the attendance was poor. The impresario 
commented upon this and seemed disappointed, but said, 
“ Never mind, I have the envelope here with your fee, and I 
beg you to accept it now.” “ Oh,” I replied, “ this concert was 
not a success, the audience was very small. I cannot accept that 
fee. I must first look at the receipts. Have you got them ?” 

“ No, not yet,” he answered. “ The receipts are not yet 
prepared. You will have them to-morrow morning.” 

“ Then to-morrow morning,” I said, “ we will decide about 
my fee, because I never accept money which I have not 
earned.” That has been throughout my whole career a principle 
that I have never changed. 

After the concert we went out as usual for a little supper. 
You know Rheims is the capital of Champagne. We had supper 
in a little restaurant opposite the cathedral and it was an 
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excellent supper. There were six of us—the trio, the accom¬ 
panist, the impresario, and the secretary. We had exceptionally 
good food, and we drank six bottles of champagne! All very 
agreeable. It was really a little banquet in the capital of 
Champagne, and I remember it very well because when the bill 
came it was only frs. 37. They gave us an excellent supper at 
frs. 3 each, and six bottles of champagne also frs. 3 each ! The 
champagne was light, just like water, otherwise we should not 
have been able to drink so much of it. So in spite of our poor 
receipts, the evening ended happily and we went on our way 
to The Hague, with high hopes and in good spirits. There we 
played two concerts. They, too, were badly attended. It was 
too late—the season -was over and almost every one was in the 
country. 

But in spite of this we continued the tour and went on to 
Utrecht. Again, this concert was poorly attended, and so it was 
during the whole tour. Everywhere we met with the same dis¬ 
appointment—everywhere poor houses, very small indeed. It 
was always the same. I never received one single rupee for 
my work during all that tour. But that comes later in my story. 
The impresario provided the railway tickets; that was his sole 
contribution to the trip. Mine, in addition to my services, was 
to provide the suppers, the suppers that took place every night 
after our disastrous concerts! And let me add that suppers in 
Holland were rather expensive. It seems that because I gave 
the first supper, I was expected to continue them all through 
the tour. Fortunately, I had left France with several thousand 
francs in my possession, so I devoted this money entirely to that 
laudable purpose! 

The final concert of this unfortunate trip was in a small place 
where only retired functionaries from the Colonies lived. The 
name of that place is Amheim. This concert was the poorest of 
1 lot, the hall practically empty—our swan song! Before we 
Uft the hall our impresario paid the accompanist, the 'cellist and 
thf violinist, but to me he only said that he would settle every¬ 
thing on our return to Paris the next day. I did not believe it, 
°f course, but there was nothing to do but accept the situation. 

And now for the grand finale! After the concert at Amheim 
£arne the most dramatic moment of the whole Dutch tour. 
Directly the concert was over, a gentleman came to the artists' 
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room and said to me in much distress, " Ah, Monsieur Paderew¬ 
ski, I am quite ashamed of this little place; you have had such 
a poor attendance. I feel very badly about it. But you must 
not blame us, the citizens of Amheim, because it is really too 
late in the season. Nobody could attract an audience now, no 
matter how brilliant, how well known. There are no musical 
people here now—it is summer. So only the impresario should 
be blamed, that he selected this time of the year for a concert 
tour ! I am extremely sorry, he went on, “ I feel it very keenly 
and so I beg you to forget this unfortunate experience, please, 
and accept my regards and compliments and come to supper 
with me to-night, all of you, as my guests. We will have a fine 
supper together before you go.” 

Well, I hesitated. I did not know the kind gentleman, but 
just at that moment the impresario came to me and whispered, 
” Oh, Monsieur Paderewski, do accept this invitation. Why 
should you always treat us ? Let our good friend buy the supper 
and be our host to-night. He is a nice man, well known here, 
and he is very anxious to entertain us. His carriage is waiting. 
Let us go.” 

So I accepted and it was a very fine supper indeed; in fact, 
it was the best of all the suppers we had during the tour; ex¬ 
quisite cooking; many choice vines, for which I did not care 
very much, but which my companions liked immensely—I 
cared for only a little champagne. During my entire career I 
have had that preference for only a little champagne after a 
concert. 

So our kind host really entertained us, I may say, royally. 
It was splendid! We ate and drank our fill—then he ordered 
expensive cigars. I do not smoke cigars but all the members of 
the little troupe accepted with delight. And then came the 
liqueurs, which I did not touch. I never drink liqueurs. Then 
our kind and solicitous host bade us good-night and went away 
after much hand-shaking and further expressions of good will. 

The next morning we had to leave early, to return after all 
these triumphs, to Paris. I asked for my bill. It was brought 
to me. I looked at it and stood aghast! I was petrified—I could 
not believe my eyes. It was ten times more than my usual bill 
during the tour and then I saw that every item of that great 
supper of the night before was on my bill. 
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" What is this?” I cried, ” why, this is a mistake. I did not 
order this supper. I was invited. The gentleman who was our 
host last night invited us. But perhaps you have charged twice. 
This is not right. It is a mistake.” 

“ No,” the clerk answered, “ Oh no, that is not a mistake. 
The gentleman wso invited you was the hotel proprietor, the 
owner. He was your host.” 

” He was my host?” I interrupted. 

“ Oh, yes,” answered the clerk, “ he was your host, but you 
pay for the supper!” 

There was nothing I could do, literally, but give him every¬ 
thing I had left; my last francs went over the counter. And so, 
on that high note, die tour came to an end and we took leave of 
each other, my companions and I. As we left the train upon 
arrival in Paris, the impresario said. You understand, 
of course Monsieur Paderewski, that to-morrow I shall come 
early in the day and settle in full all your concert fees. Then 
he smilingly extended his hand and—we parted. I never saw 
him again, needless to say. 

Nothing of that kind has ever happened to me since. It was a 
good lesson. I tried to find an explanation of the motive which 
prompted him in engaging me for that season, which was not a 
season for concerts at all, and obviously a bad business enter¬ 
prise. But it was not until a year later that I met a gentleman 
from Holland who told me how it happened. It seems the im¬ 
presario had engaged the famous Lamoureux Orchestra of Paris 
for a series of concerts in those same cities, and being, let us 
say, rather an opponent of absolute truth, he made promises 
which he could not fulfil. Lamoureux, a keen business man, 
naturally looked for some guarantees. He said he could not go 
to Holland with his 100 musicians without having some -positive 
assurance that the money would be paid, whatever the results 
of the concerts. 

Well, of course, the impresario made all kinds of big promises 
and advertised his concerts well in advance. Then, seeing that 
he could not get the required guarantee, he abandoned his pro¬ 
ject. But as he had already advertised himself and his concerts 
in all those places, and knew it would be a very serious blow to 
his reputation if he failed in his agreements, he tried to arrange 
at once something else, just in order to save his face. Well, 
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he explained to a friend, " it is very easy. Instead of Lamou- 
reux who has been prevented from coming to Holland by un¬ 
foreseen circumstances, I shall offer the public at once the 
opportunity of listening to the brilliant young Polish pianist who 
has made such a furore in Paris.” And so, without the slightest 
hesitation, knowing that the season was over and that he had no 
money at all, he arranged our unfortunate tour, and I was 
caught in his trap. He was saved—but I—well, I had the tour 
and had also the opportunity in addition of giving many splen¬ 
did suppers, especially the last one, which was a triumph. 
That was the extent of my profits. Although this was an ex¬ 
pensive trip, I learned something from it and gained further 
and deeper insight into human nature. 


VII 


England and a Berlin Enigma 

I 

And now to the next great step—London. A London season 
was filling my thoughts—I had made up my mind to go there 
next. I had had three really successful seasons in Paris and at 
this moment London was my goal. I had my feet on the ground, 
as we say. I felt sure of myself—I was moving steadily on in 
my career, and I want to say here that a London success would 
mean far more in a solid sense than any success in either Paris 
or Germany, German opinion to the contrary, of course—and 
on th-'s subject I have a most interesting story to tell you later 
on. So London it was. 

I arrived in England after those successful seasons in Paris, 
and announced three recitals in London at the old St. James’s 
J h !1 May, 1890. I was then already sure of my pianistic equip- 
mt ut. Pianistic equipment means armour and weapons—my 
experience was my armour and technical skill my weapons. I 
had a large experience then. I had already played my pro¬ 
grammes many times and with a certain effect, rather favour- 
3 So I approached London with confidence and a great 
eagerness and hope. I had as a part of my equipment, let me 
call it, a few good friends there whom I had met before in Paris. 

I counted their interest also as part of my stock in trade. But 

II spite of this, there were very few people at my first London 
recital—-it was a very small audience and little money in the box 
°ni<;e. Although it was a keen disappointment, still I could not 
expect more because I realised that I was unknown and just 
starting my career there. 

How could it be different? I asked myself. Naturally, I 
' v 1 ' ^eset with misgivings and painful reactions after that 
1 i recital, and then—just as I was recovering from this 
_expression came the newspapers! I was criticised fright- 
u ly in the press. There were few good words for me. 

167 
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This attack was probably due, to a certain extent, to the method 
of advertising my concert. Mr. Daniel Meyer, the manager, 
was very eager to make me not only a great but an immediate 
success—to attract at once a very large audience, to make a 
sensation! 

And so he opened my season with the brilliant idea of advertis¬ 
ing me as “ Paderewski, the Lion of Paris! He plastered all 
London with the advertisement of the arrival of the L’on of 
Paris.” It was his firm conviction that this inspiration on his 
part would attract the attention of all London. It did! And I 
suffered very much from it. 

In England it was considered very bad taste. Such things do 
not please the English people. When I saw the advertisement 
upon my arrival in London two days before my recital I was 
deeply distressed. I knew it would have just the opposite effect 
from what was intended, and I immediately sent for Mayer and 
asked him to change it at once; in fact, I demanded that he 
change it, and after much violent argument and great agony, 
I succeeded. The last two advertisements of my concerts were 
without that additional attribute, may I say! 

There is something to be said now about Daniel Mayer. He 
came to me really through my devoted friend, Monsieur Blondel. 
I had never been in London, and Blondel, who was also 
director of the House of Erard in London, said, “ Now, 
Paderewski, this is the time for you to go to London and try 
your luck, and achieve with the great English public what you 
have already achieved here in Paris. I am sure you will suc¬ 
ceed. But don’t delay.” 

" But,” I hesitated, “ I do not know any one in London; it 
will be very difficult.” 

“ True,” Blondel replied, ” but we have many acquaintances 
there who can be useful and your reputation has already gone 
across the Channel. I will write to Chappell, head of the great 
publishing house, about you. He can be very helpful.” 

He was true to his word and did so, but Chappell, unfortu¬ 
nately, did not consider that it was wise for him to introduce a 
new artist. He had had his regular clients for many years, he 
was an elderly man and perfectly satisfied with what he had, 
and absolutely declined to undertake the management of my 
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concerts. It may be of interest to know that Chappell was then 
organising the Saturday popular concerts, the " Pops,” as they 
are now known. 

But Chappell did not completely abandon me. On the con¬ 
trary, he said, “ I think I may be of some use to you, Paderewski. 
We have a young impresario here, Daniel Mayer, who is a very 
capable man, and I recommend him to you as a manager.” 

Chappell then wrote to Mayer personally, proposing that he 
manage my concerts, and so it came about that he became my 
manager, and it was his own, I must say, funny idea of attract¬ 
ing the attention of the public by his fantastic advertisement of 
the arrival of the " Lion of Paris ” ! 

I had had great successes in Paris and my concerts were so 
well attended then that I was playing almost everywhere. So my 
arrangements were made with Mayer for the London season. 
We had happy relations for many years after, but we began our 
partnership rather disastrously. 

The press took up the matter also, and not one, but quite a 
few, of the newspapers spoke extremely badly about me, saying. 

So, this is the ‘ Lion of Paris '! Well, we shall soon hear him 
roar ! A Lion from Paris !” etc. And so they played upon the 
theme. It was a good one and they all attacked it. I had then 
a tremendous head of hair, very reddish and very thick, so I 
displeased the majority of the critics on that ground, and further 
added to the annoyance of the advertisement, which was very 
great. 

There was one exception, however, the critic of The Times. 
He wrote beautifully, but he did not agree with my playing of 
Schumann, of course, because he belonged to Madame Clara 
S humann’s congregation. So my playing of Schumann dis¬ 
pleased him very much. It was revolutionary for him, he 
was accustomed to that modest and very restrained Schumann- 
playing as performed by that very old lady! It was 
a tradition, and I was destroying, or disturbing, that tradition. 

1 played it exactly as Schumann wanted it played—I mean not 
as to perfection, but as to the dynamics of the composition. 
When it was fortissimo, I played fortissimo, which Madame 
Schumann, poor lady, could not produce. Therefore, in all 
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these works, which were played in public by her, and which 
had established a certain tradition, I surprised the audience, and 
audiences do not like surprises. 

But in spite of these poor criticisms, my second concert was 
better attended, and evidently those opponents saw that their 
remarks had but little effect upon the audience. They grew 
considerably, so the critics changed a little bit their opinions, as 
the audiences increased. 

When the third recital came, it was extremely well attended. 
They began even to find some fine qualities in my playing, and 
so it grew, continuously. Then I played with the Philharmonic 
Orchestra, and I played at various other concerts, and they 
gradually changed all around, except Mr. Fuller Maitland, the 
critic of The Times, one of the greatest critics of the world and 
an excellent musician himself, a real artist. Whatever he wrote 
was just. He criticised me sometimes, but justly, and every¬ 
thing was so pure, honest, and really not only genuine, but 
based upon some solid foundation and reason. So I have always 
been grateful to him, as he helped me. 

I was then offered—it was the summer season—a series of re¬ 
citals in the Provinces, and then came my little revenge, because 
when that first provincial tour in England in the fall of 1890 
was advertised, a pamphlet was prepared by my manager, 
Daniel Mayer, to be distributed in the form of a circular, to all 
the music lovers in every place we were to visit. He had his 
representatives everywhere and they all had a list of the people 
who went to concerts, and they sent these circulars to all their 
clientele. 

By then I was aware of the dangers and pitfalls in adver¬ 
tising, so I asked to see the pamphlet. First there was a little 
biographical sketch; then my compositions were mentioned and 
the critics quoted and excerpts given from their criticisms. You 
know how it is usually done by managers—a few good criticisms 
then a series of dots, then again a nice little phrase, a plum, 
more dots, and so on. I read the pamphlet, and then said to 
my manager, “ Now, this is quite wrong. It won’t do at all. 
You must put it exactly as it was—exactly.’ 

“ But I cannot,” he cried, " I cannot. It would be madness ! 
Ruin if” 

" Never mind. I am not going to cheat the public. You must 
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put in, in full, every criticism that was written about my 
playing.” , 

Mayer became perfectly furious at this, for it was the most 
dreadful collection of criticism. “ Impossible,” he cried. " I 
won’t do it. I won't do it! It would be ridiculous. We should 
be ruined!” 

” Then I shall go to another agent. You must do it.” 

" But people won't come,” he cried. “ It’s suicide!” 

" If they are intelligent they will come,” I said. “ They will 
say to themselves, “ This is very strange. How is it possible for 
an artist, capable of giving such a fine programme, to be so 
badly criticised? They will be curious. Then you must give 
them gradually all these improvements in the opinions.” This 
was my idea. It was first of all honest, and then, too, a little 
revenge. 

Well, after much agony and arguing it was done and I must 
say it read horribly ! Mayer was still in despair when he brought 
it to me for approval. 

What artist, ” he said, “ who even pretends to give a con¬ 
cert comes with such dreadful recommendations? We are 
ruined ! I repeat, ruined.” 

However, in spite of his prophecies the tour was a success 
from the start. Poor Mayer! He made that first mistake with 
the Lion of Paris and then he almost made a second mistake 
when he did not at once agree with my opinion—it was some¬ 
thing so unusual. But in the end he realised it and was aston¬ 
ished when he saw that first provincial concert, I think it was 
either Birmingham or Edinburgh, and the hall more than half 
full. For a first concert in the Provinces, that was remarkable. 
By the end of the season the houses were full everywhere, and 
in London the same. 

I had about forty concerts that season in London. I do not 
mean my own recitals, but appearances in public, including 
various clubs, etc., where I played. There were also a few 
orchestral concerts. In Manchester, I remember, I played with 
the then famous and good old Sir Charles Halle, and in Liver¬ 
pool with him too. Sir Charles Halle was the conductor of the 
Manchester Orchestra, the Liverpool Orchestra and Choral 
Society as well. He took his orchestra to various places, includ¬ 
ing London, where he made a very strong and brave effort to 
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advance the music of Berlioz at that time. These concerts did 
not have enormous success, but in spite of that he was a well- 
known figure in music. He enjoyed unusual advantages too in 
his early days. He knew well that famous group in Paris in the 
'40’s. He was a friend of Chopin, of the great Liszt and Thal- 
berg, and many other giants of that time. He was a very good 
musician and a very solid and sure conductor. 

Altogether the London season was a successful one—a full 
one. I played in addition to my recitals, etc., in private houses 
as well, because at that time it was the biggest money to be 
earned and it was also the fashion. In Paris, for instance, I had 
mostly private houses in the beginning, to provide me with 
material gains, and as a result, even before my first American 
tour, I had some little money saved. 

The London season left me with a greater security—security 
in myself and my art. The ground was stronger and firmer 
under my feet. The first season had been a success in spite of 
the disastrous opening and a bad press. I had, to a certain 
extent, conquered London. The audiences increased, the press 
was enthusiastic—it was all growing and going forward and 
onward. 

You ask me if it was at that time that Bernard Shaw was 
writing his musical criticisms which were so startling to the staid 
English public. I do not remember exactly as to that, but it 
was during my first season in London in 1890 that he wrote his 
famous criticisms in a periodical which was called The World, 
a fashionable weekly edited by Edmund Yates, the novelist. 
Shaw’s criticism, or perhaps I might say, his attack upon me 
was almost as violent as he declared my attack was upon the 
piano! It was his criticism of my first concert and he said 
among other devastating things that I was a harmonious black¬ 
smith who laid a concerto on the piano as upon an anvil, and 
hammered it out with exuberant enjoyment—words not easily 
forgotten! Later on he was more merciful, shall I say, and 
praised my playing of Schumann's Sonata, and even went so 
far once as to mention my name in the same sentence with 
Rubinstein—though not flatteringly. 

If, as you say, he is one of my greatest admirers now, I am 
thankful for that, but, nevertheless, he was already writing un¬ 
favourable criticisms when the press and the public were of a 
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different opinion. He could never be with the crowd. He wrote, 
perhaps, not so much as my opponent, but as an opponent of 
public opinion. That, I think, was more in accordance with his 
character, and he treated me not only severely but, I may say, 
ridiculously. No, we have never met. In all my visits to London 
this has never come about and it would be interesting after all 
these years for us to speak together. 

The criticisms at that time I was very eager to read and, 
naturally, they made me unhappy and, I must admit, a trifle 
nervous. But after I had read a few of the first criticisms, I 
found it perfectly useless to make myself needlessly nervous 
with such reading. It affected me too deeply. 

These criticisms of the London press recall to my mind very 
vividly my first disastrous appearance in Berlin and the press, 
and the consequences of that affair, which have gone through 
my lifetime, more or less. 

It was in that same year, 1890, I think that I played an 
extensive tour in Germany. I had already played in Germany 
the year before for a few concerts, but this other tour was much 
more extensive. I gave a concert at Frankfurt-am-M ain , and 
I played several times in Hamburg. I derived a great deal of 
satisfaction from all these concerts, not only on account of being 
well received by the audiences, but because the playing with 
those German orchestras was highly satisfactory. I think I 
played four or five times in Hamburg at that time and enjoyed 
it. 

I remember well the director of the orchestral concerts in 
Hamburg—a kind and amiable man and a very excellent 
musician who was, unfortunately, afflicted with Beethoven's 
infirmity—he was almost entirely deaf. But he could conduct 
in spite of it, because the orchestra knew his shortcomings and 
they worked well together. 

I had also, at that time, a pleasant experience in Schwerin 
at an orchestral concert, after which I was invited to the Court 
of the Grand Duchess to play at a private reunion for the Grand 
Ducal family, ihe greatest impression of that event was not 
the concert, but the remarkable beauty of the castle, which is 
one of the finest in Germany, dating back to the sixteenth 
century. 

In that same season I played also concerts in Dresden, which 
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were extremely pleasant to me. Of course, at that time I had 
not yet the reputation to attract large audiences, and my con¬ 
certs were given in smaller halls; but they were well attended 
and there was a great deal of enthusiasm which I felt to be very 
genuine and, therefore, of great satisfaction to me. My musical 
world was growing. 

In that same year, a queen, a very picturesque and romantic 
one, Carmen Sylva, Queen of Roumania, rose on my musical 
horizon. I was introduced to her by the Princess Bibesco and 
was received at the castle in Bucharest and played several times 
for the Queen. I found her an interesting and artistic person. 
She wrote many poems under the name of Carmen Sylva, which 
in her Court circles were taken rather seriously. 

I never saw the King of Roumania. He did not care for 
music and “ made no bones " about it, but the heir was a de¬ 
cidedly musical young man. Quite beautiful to look at at that 
time, and very much in love with a young Roumanian poet by 
the name of Mademoiselle Helene Vacaresco. Dynastic interests 
did not permit of a marriage between the two, so the young heir 
promptly married the daughter of a duke, and Mademoiselle 
Vacaresco turned her attention to literature and politics, in 
which she is still very active and is the permanent delegate of 
Roumania to the League of Nations. The young prince married 
a year or two later a princess whom I knew as a child—a child 
that grew up to be a world figure. She was the daughter of the 
Duke of Edinburgh of England, and became afterwards Queen 
Marie of Roumania, whom we all know—a very beautiful 
woman and a great personality, which she used in many ways. 
She has had a stormy career. The King was rather quiet, rather 
timid, and did not like public appearances. She was just the 
contrary. During the war she was the leader. She did every¬ 
thing—went everywhere. She was untiring. She even went to 
the camps and addressed the soldiers in stirring tones. She 
“ wore the pants,” as I think you sometimes say so expressively 
in your very strong English, as well as the crown! But again 
we’re out of our order. It is so easy to ramble and digress. We 
must pick up the biographical thread again. 
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II 

fhy appearances before German audiences were almost 
always a source of great artistic satisfaction to me. And that 
may be applied to every place I have ever appeared in that 
musical country, except Berlin. Before telling you about that, 
there is something I should like now to mention, a small matter 
that was just a disappointment at the time, but which had a very 
lar-reachmg and, to my way of thinking, very subtle effect upon 
the Berlin fiasco which was to come. 

I had gone to see Wolff, the famous agent in Berlin, the year 
beiore, m the autumn of 1889. I realised then the necessity of 
aving an agent for the Continent. This you will remember was 
before Daniel Mayer became my manager and before my first 
London concert. Wolff’s agency was the most powerful in 
k ur °P e ~ a medium of utmost importance. To appear under 
e 0 banner meant assured success for an artist, and so on 
my way to Hamburg, I stopped in Berlin and visited Wolff and 
asked him to take the management of my concerts in Germany 
into his hands. And—well, he flatly refused! You will re¬ 
member that this is the same Wolff who was Rubinstein’s 
manager and the man who so absolutely refused to even let me 
u/ 1 1 l n Rubinstein’s Paris concert years before. 

oaf had tremendous influence in the concert field in Europe 
a ™at bme and his refusal to accept me was a great blow. But 
an ar bst must always be prepared for any emergency. I was 
eginning to learn that the path of a pianist, particularly when 
f is blazing a trail, is beset with difficulties, to put it mildly, 
ow true I found this to be in the Berlin concert! I came to 
eilin in the fall of 1890. I was engaged for a Philharmonic 
concert under the conductorship of Hans von Bulow. I had 
’ n told that von Billow had ready my piano concerto and 
wuit; Citne to play it with him. According to my publisher, 
ug° Bock, he was extremely anxious to have me play that 
exr^rT With the Philharmonic Orchestra. Von Bulow was 
to 66 Gufhusiastic about this work and came to the hotel 
ins? 1116 imrnediatel y upon arrival and said that he was look- 
. orwar d with sincere joy to our performance next day. He 
OU not sa y enough. It was all very gratifying to me. I was to 
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play my concerto and then after that a group of solos. I pre¬ 
sented my programmes for his choice. I had arranged them very 
carefully—in such a way as to appeal particularly to a large 
audience because these subscription concerts of the Philharmonic 
had very large audiences. 

Von Biilow selected a group of solos which, however, did not 
altogether please me. I thought that he could have made a 
happier selection and in that moment I felt in his choice a cer¬ 
tain, shall I say, eccentricity. However, I had to abide by it as 
his was the final word. 

Two days later came the first concert, an afternoon concert 
known then as a “ public rehearsal " which always took place 
the day before the evening concert. The hall was crowded and 
the reception the audience granted me was so spontaneous and 
so cordial that I was delighted. I had never experienced any¬ 
thing like it before. It was something amazing in its immensity. 
Von Biilow, after the rehearsal, said to me, but in a rather angry 
tone, I thought, “ Do you know that I have never seen any¬ 
thing like it before? Your reception to-day was colossal.” While 
I was rather flattered by that remark, I noticed, at the same 
time, in his tone something that hurt me. I felt it. 

A few minutes later, during the intermission, there hurried 
into the hall the gentleman who was the head of the great 
musical agency. This man, as you may surmise, was the same 
Mr. Wolff that I had encountered the year before when I had 
gone to him and asked to be taken under his management. The 
same Mr. Wolff that refused to accept me as one of his artists, 
just as he had refused years before to give me even standing 
room at the Rubinstein concert. The same great Mr. Wolff ! He 
came directly to the artists' room and was most agreeable and 
rather excited. He pretended, of course, not to have met me 
before. “ Well, Mr. Paderewski,” he said at once, " you have 
had an exceptional reception to-day. It is most unusual at a 
debut and you are going to have, without doubt, a phenomenal 
success to-morrow. You will now make a splendid career. I 
have never before seen a pianist receiving such an ovation in 
Berlin, such a unanimous recognition and applause on a first 
appearance. I'm delighted. And now I have a proposition to 
make to you.” 

He paused and we looked at each other—it was a dramatic 
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11 men t- I knew perfectly what was coming and it was a thing 
0 a ; £ importance to the rest of my career. You will realise that 
'thi Daniel Mayer was my manager. He was a kind and 
honest man whom I liked veiy much, but he was in a very 
modest position then—not to be compared with Wolff. He had 
not the same connections or the reputation. The other was a 
in hav i n & his representatives in every country. 

Wolff was the sole representative then for the whole world. He 
hart a fine mind; he was clever. He was not only an excep- 
1 k„ liant business man, but a highly educated man, and 
musical. He was a real connoisseur in art. When he offered 
instance, to launch an artist, it represented a great deal’ 
because his assets were formidable, while the position of my own 
agent, Daniel Mayer, was not to be compared with his in any 
way. I realised this only too well, but my mind was already 
na e , U P’ J hunk Wol realised this too, but he went on very 
suav ly and repeated his proposition. He said, “lam sincerely 
overjoye at y our success and I now propose to you that under 
management you will have similar success everywhere, not 
but in cver y country in the world. I am sure 

• ‘ r , , e T stl ignored, you see, completely our previous meet- 

• ; ® ut \ c ° uld not aIIow that and I answered, “ When I was 
! eru as . y ear * Mr. Wolff, before I had my present 
nager, aniel Mayer, I approached you on several occasions 

wb ther you could arrange some concerts for me in 
li many ind you absolutely refused. You made it very clear 
? m ' sa . vin 6 that you only accepted those pianists who had 
a rea y nu de successful debuts, and artists of a certain repu- 
* a j n ’ Although I had had successes in Paris, Vienna, and even 
ond on, still you had no faith in me, you would have none 
- ™ e ; was n °t until this very minute after the great ovation 
AnN glVC . n . me ' that you wish to enrol me under your banner, 
nr 80 J* 15 t0 yOUr hherest and your pleasure to come to me 
K tf d < ? er ’. 50 S T aciously, your management. You ask me 
, ctra ; v Darnel Mayer, who has worked for me so honestly, 
pt i 6 r ^ these past months, and to whom I owe a certain 
gratitude for that work. Do you think it would be honest on 
y part to leave him, because you are now pleased to offer me 
m . " lccesse s hi a future of which you are so sure?” 

<ih, well,’ he laughed, “ that is business, my dear sir— 
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business ! Don't regard it so seriously. Join me now and you 
will be very glad you have done it. You will never regre. it, 

never, if you come to me." 

“ No," I answered. ‘ No, no ! 

For just a second he seemed taken aback, but he gathered 
himself together quickly and said, “ But that is nonsense, Mr. 
Paderewski. Surely you do not mean it. This is a business 
proposition I make you, of the most importance to your 
career. Sentiment should not interfere with it. Surely no is 
not your final answer.” 

Again we measured each other with our eyes, and 1 replied 
as before, " No, Mr. Wolff. I shall not change my answer. It 

is no, and it is final." , . , , 

Wolff simply stared at me a second, then shrugged his shoul¬ 
ders and said, " Well, it seems impossible, but if ' no ’is your 
answer, I must tell you very' frankly that you will regret it. 
Again we looked into each other’s eyes, then Wolff turned 

and left the room. 

At the moment I did not pay much attention to what he said. 

I only wished to be rid of him then. It was a very disagreeable 
encounter. But the next day, during the concert (my second 
appearance), I noticed that I had to regret it, as he said A 
strange and unbelievable thing happened. The playing ol the 
concerto by the orchestra was simply abominable. B was a 
catastrophe. My performance was ruined. Why? Alas! Who 
can say? I do not say that Wolff was responsible in any way 

for it, but it happened so. , , 

First of all, when I came to the hall to play, I four d von 
Biilow in a great state of nervousness, even of anger. That up¬ 
set me immediately. 1 could not understand how a man who 
was so enthusiastic as he was the day before, and who was so 
overjoyed at my success then, assuring me over and over again 
that he had never seen any reception as enthusiastic as mu , 
could so suddenly change overnight. We were playing the same 
programme that had gone so magnificently the day before. How 
was this possible? What had happened. I was overwhelmed 
and terribly hurt. I felt completely in the dark. I could not 
understand his actions. First he said that I was late, which was 
ridiculous, because I arrived just before he had to cor * lu t his 
first number. Altogether his attitude towards me was very 
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strange, and his anger and displeasure unmistakable. It affected 
me deeply and although it made me more nervous than usual, 
I cannot say that his temper actually influenced my playing, 
no, but—it certainly added greatly to my discomfort. 

I was not afraid of my concerto. I was perfectly prepared 
and, after all, I was playing my own composition and, there¬ 
fore, I had not to be frightened about the opinion of my inter¬ 
pretation—but I was nervous naturally and it was all 
very disagreeable and unhappy. But I was totally unprepared 
for the dreadful things that began to happen the moment I 
started to play. How I went through that concerto I really do 
not understand to this day, because there were so many mis¬ 
takes, so many errors on the part of the orchestra and the 
conductor, von Billow. It was frightful! It was a nightmare ! 
The whole performance an agony. Everything was absolutely 
wrong on the part of von Biilow and the orchestra. It was a 
massacre. But bad as that was, I still had another ordeal to go 
through. When I began my group of solos in the second half 
of the programme, and started to play the Hungarian March by 
Schubert-Liszt, von Biilow, who had elected to sit beside the 
piano that day, suddenly jumped up, pushed his chair back, 
f i d ran quickly off the stage and disappeared! Of course, it 
caused a stir in the audience. People began immediately to 
whisper and every one became very restless and uneasy. The 
atmosphere was charged with wonder and a certain amusement. 
Von Biilow had completely destroyed the mood. It was almost 
impossible to finish the number. The audience ceased to listen; 
they were thinking of von Biilow. I realised all that had hap¬ 
pened and still played on, but it was an agony indescribable to 
me. 

d on Billow, it seems was famous for his ability to provide 
surprises for his listeners and to attract attention to himself— 
and in that way hold the constant interest of his audience. It 
Wa! regarded in Berlin, to a certain extent, with amusement 
tolerance, and even in his own recitals people used to say. 
What is he going to do now r ? What next?” That was a 
e iberate well known attitude on his part. 

Unfortunately his antics, if I may use that word, did not 
always have very happy results, and certainly in my case it 
was a tragedy. So when, to cap the climax, he suddenly sprang 
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from his chair and literally ran from the platform during my 
playing, I realised that it was my doom then and there before 
the Berlin audience. It was a fatal moment and was regarded 
by them as a gesture against me. He did not care to listen. 
That is what his going and his way of going conveyed to every 
one. The programme finished—a perfect fiasco! The catas¬ 
trophe was complete! 

And the cause of all this ? Was he in league with Wolff ? Ah, 
that is a question I cannot answer. I do not know. I shall never 
know. Probably, yes, but I cannot say. I have no proof, but I 
cannot make any other deduction because the facts are there. 

You ask if it was personal jealousy on von Billow's part. 
Perhaps, but I do not seriously so think, because he was a man 
of rather broad mind and of naturally generous inclinations. 
Still, jealousy is a strange thing, you know, and strange things 
and deeds are committed in its name. Why he treated me as he 
did, I shall never know. I can only state the fact that the con¬ 
cert was considered a complete fiasco. As a result of his leaving 
in the middle of my solo, some of the critics said that my 
composition was worthless; some others said that I played very 
beautifully the Nocturne of Chopin which was the first number 
among my solos, then expressed deep regret that I played such 
a thing as that Schubert Hungarian Funeral March! It was, 
indeed, a funeral march to my debut in Berlin ! 

But some other newspapers treated me from a political point 
of view. They really attacked me and wrote most sarcastically. 
" Why does this Pole come here?” wrote one journal. “ What 
does he want from an audience like our Philharmonic Society ? 
He has no place with us. Because he wrote that little Minuet 
does he think he can impose upon us that tedious, abominable, 
dull concerto of his ? How ridiculous l” 

Well, I was terribly chagrined and angered, too, at these 
unwarranted criticisms. I wanted to leave Berlin altogether, 
but my agent had made contracts for another orchestral concert 
at the Academy, and two recitals, and I had to play them. I 
had no choice. The audiences in all these other concerts behaved 
beautifully. There was great enthusiasm and I had to play many 
encores. But the critics continued their attacks, political and 
musical—it was absolutely disgraceful. They had nothing to 
say for me, not a single good word. The mischief was complete. 
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My publisher, Bock, was so unhappy about it. It affected 
him deeply. He said, " I cannot understand it. I cannot. I do 
not know what it means. Have you done anything here to be 
so viciously treated ? Did you offend anybody ? What has hap¬ 
pened? There must be some reason.” 

No,' I answered, “ no, I am incapable of offending any 
one. I treat every one with due respect, because, first of all, I 
respect myself.” 

After my last recital I saw Bock again and he still spoke of 
it with great bitterness. " Well, it is all a great mystery,” he 
said, " a great pity, but never mind, we must forget it—per¬ 
haps in a year or two, when you come again, everything will 
be changed. It will all be forgotten then. The same people will 
perhaps no longer write in the newspapers. Then you will have 
your revenge, later on.” 

” No,” I said. “ I shall never have my revenge because I 
shall never come back, never. I shall never play in Berlin 
again. And I have never done so. I have had offers which 
were were just as brilliant and flattering as in America, from 
Berlin. I have been invited even by the Court, which was a 
tremendous distinction considering the German spirit. I have 
played in almost all other cities of Germany, always with 
p easure and success, but I never played in Berlin again. In 
spit: of all my political activity: for instance, even up to three 
years ago, I still had offers from Berlin, invitations from the 
Government even, to play, with the assurance that I would be 
received with all the acclaim and honours due to me not only 
as an artist, but as a statesman. I have always declined, and 
I am not sorry for it. 

A few weeks after the Berlin fiasco I received a charming 
l_Ufr from von Billow reminding me that I had yet to come to 
Hamburg to play with the orchestra, because he was conducting 
tj Vse orchestra concerts also. I had to go to Hamburg, because 
tn re was a contract made. So I fulfilled my obligation. I went. 

e Reived me as a brother. There was much warmth and 
cordiality in his manner and in his words. He said, at once, 

Now you must come to me, to my house, and have all your 
meals with us. We will entertain you. You know my wife is a 
Pole. She will be so delighted to have an opportunity to speak 
Polish with you, and I shall be very glad, indeed, to have you 
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as my guest.” So it was arranged that I was to go to luncheon 
after the rehearsal. Even the menu was to be specially ordered 
for me. “ Tell me, Paderewski, what you best like to eat. Is 
there any dish you especially prefer? If so, we shall prepare 
it, with pleasure.” 

" Oh,” I replied, most tactfully I thought, " at luncheon I 
must tell you that I prefer your company above all else 1” 

“ Oh, cannibal,” he cried, “ cannibal!” 

Yes, von Billow was delightful during that Hamburg engage¬ 
ment and I had no more bitterness towards him—it was all 
wiped away at that meeting, which proved to be the last. I 
never saw him again. 

At the time of my Berlin concert the whole of the German 
press were convinced that whatever was approved by the Ger¬ 
man press must be recognised by the whole world. They had 
a great animosity against me, from the start of my career (all 
this naturally applies chiefly to Berlin), because I had made a 
success first in Paris and London and in several other countries, 
without having had that stamp of perfection given me by the 
Berlin press. So they had to treat me to a great extent as an 
intruder, as some one who had won a certain place in the world, 
but illegitimately. 


VIII 


London Memories 


I 


My first season in London, preceding the Berlin fiasco, had 
proved a beautiful reality in many ways. Friendships were 
established then that went on through my life. And first of all 
in the place of honour, and in my heart, I put my two god¬ 
mothers, Lady Barrington and her sister, Mrs. Yorke. I met 
them through those two Roumanian princesses, those rare 
friends who were of such great assistance to me. I already have 
spoken about the musical receptions at the house of Princesse 
d Brancovan in Paris, those splendid gatherings of the aristoc- 
ra / and artists, and the opportunities I had then to meet 
people who contributed to the success of my career, which is 
not to be forgotten even now. 

i*lw , Yorke was a most distinguished person. She was the 
inotii r of the present Duchess of Portland. Some members of 
L_,' family were very prominent in British diplomatic circles. 
The family held a position of great distinction. It was her sister. 
Lady Barrington, who, thank God, is still alive though she is 
eighty-seven years old, who gave me constant opportunities to 
meet. British statesmen, as well as many members of the English 
artistocracy.* Her husband. Sir Eric Barrington, was secretary 
to Lord Salisbury, the then Prime Minister, She and her sister, 
Mr >. Yorke, were practically my godmothers, the godmothers 
. m y career as they called themselves, during my first recitals 
m London. Their efforts and enthusiasm were unceasing. It 
was a social basis—the springboard of my artistic life in the 
British capital. 

For years and years I used to go, when Sir Eric was alive, 
to tueir house at least once a week. They were dear and won¬ 
derful friends. I see Lady Barrington now whenever I am in 
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London. She is old and frail, but she still upholds the tradition 
of going to my concerts. She never fails to go. That is so 
touching. 

It was through her that something happened which was of 
vast consequence to the welfare of my country a few years after¬ 
wards. That was my meeting in her house with Lord Balfour, 
one of the noblest and loftiest souls I have ever known. At a 
later moment in my life he played a tremendous role. In an 
age of wise and splendid men he stood apart. And it was a 
wonderful age, a golden era. Life was at its richest and highest 
then. It was a great flowering of that English civilisation. That 
I had some little part of that life and great enjoyment in it, is 
still a spiritual solace to me. 

It was at Lady Barrington’s house too that I met Henry 
James many times—the famous American author who was a 
notable figure in the literary world of London. I liked Henry 
James immensely from the moment I met him, but there was 
something that always appeared a bit artificial in his speech. 
Whether he spoke English, which he spoke beautifully, 
or French—and his French was perfect—there was something 
a little too academic for intimate conversation. His turn of mind 
was always literary. There was always a charming and per¬ 
fectly rounded sentence ready about everything and everybody. 
His mind worked like that. He did not shine in conversation, 
I remember, but he was a literary giant nevertheless. I feel 
that I can say here that I loved that man. He was a remarkable 
person, so cultured, so elegant. He was a distinguished figure 
in every gathering. After our first meeting at Lady Barring¬ 
ton’s house I used to see him very often and we had many 
long conversations together. We talked about everything under 
the sun, as Henry James was interested in everything. At that 
time my English was not my strong point, so we often spoke 
French together, and his French was a delight. I admired his 
writings enormously, though I do not think I will go as far as 
you do in saying that he was the greatest writer of his time, 
the subtlest and most profound. I agree with your admiration 
of the way he used, manipulated words’, it was masterly. I 
remember that he did not seem as American to me as certain 
Bostonians or other Americans I had met, although he was 
truly, deeply American in spite of his having taken up his life 
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m London. There are many stories about his weighty conver¬ 
sations, the slowness and hesitation of his speech when trying to 
hi d just the right word to express himself, and the great dignity 
s nd solemnity that he exercised upon every one who came near 
iim. That is probably all true during the end of his life when 
his writing and speech became more and more involved, but 
when I knew him those talks with him linger in my mind still 
as of indescribable charm and vivid interest. 

I remember that voice of his too. It also had a tremendous 
charm for me. It was so quiet, so benevolent, so profound, if 
I may use that word to describe a voice, so good, for Henry 
James was first and foremost a good man—a noble character. 
And no virtue, in my opinion, is as exhilarating as goodness. 

Among the many outstanding figures in the musical world of 
London there was a remarkably gifted man—a good conductor, 
a brilliant accompanist and a fine teacher, whose chief occupa¬ 
tion, however, was singing. His name was Georg Henschel. 
Will: the mere shadow of a voice, an ugly, small voice in fact, 
he could produce the greatest emotional effects. He would com¬ 
pletely enthral his audience and hold them under his spell 
because he was such a consummate artist. He was a charming 
te low too, an extremely enjoyable person, highly intelligent and 
• apable of talking about many things. He and his gifted wife 
vtie great favourites in America as in London in those years. 

During the season he gave frequent receptions, always with 
music. At one of these soirees I met H. R. H. Princess Louise, 
then Marchioness of Lome, now Duchess of Argyll, an artistic 
Ia(J y °f great charm and grace, a painter as well, which I did 
not know at that time but was to be made aware of in a rather 
amusing way shortly after. That story comes later. 

Then there were Edward Burne-Jones (later knighted) and 
S»r Laurence Alma-Tadema, the sculptor Gilbert, and many, 
many others, all of whom I knew well and who became my 
friends. 

I saw Bume-Jones from a cab before I had the honour of 
meeting him. His personality impressed me deeply and moved 
me. I was driving gaily along in a hansom cab one day on my 
wa y *° St. John's Wood, when suddenly I saw a gentleman 
approaching. He was walking slowly along and even at that 
distance he radiated an unusual kind of power and nobility. He 
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had the expression of an apostle, I thought. Instinctively I 
raised my hat from the depths of my hansom cab and saluted 
his dignity. I did not know then that it was Bume-Jones, the 
great portrait painter. A few days later I was taken by a friend 
to his studio when he made four or five sketches of me, one of 
which acquired a very wide popularity. It was done in two 
hours—it was marvellous. I remember that he drew very 
rapidly, even violently. It became one of his most famous draw¬ 
ings and was known everywhere. The orginal is here in my 
house—he was gracious enough to give it to me. A princely 
gift. 

But you are protesting this story I see. You want the 
Archangel part. I thought so. Mrs. Gaskell, a close friend of 
Burne-Jones, has told it frequently, I hear, and it has already 
been written in a book of memoirs including certain stories 
about Burne-Jones. But you tell me it was from neither of these 
sources, but from Lady Maude Warrender, that you heard it 
a short time ago. Ah, that was charming of her. I knew Lady 
Maude Warrender very well as a delightful hostess, but she 
comes into my story many years later when I was entertained 
at her London house. So she is reviving the Archangel story. 

Yes, I accept your reproach that you had to hear it first from 
her, but perhaps you will credit me with a little modesty even 
at this late day and a certain sensitiveness about my hair, which 
was very real in those days. Well, you shall have the story: 
Bume-Jones, it seems, passed me while walking serenely along 
the street one day and after a moment of swift and astonished, 
contemplation, of which I was quite unconscious, he walked on 
a few steps, then hurried back and passed me a second time 
for another swift look, then turned abruptly and returned to his 
studio in hot haste proclaiming upon his arrival that he had 
seen an Archangel—an Archangel with a splendid halo of golden 
hair, treading the London pavements! That he must put his 
Archangel on paper at once; that he must draw that halo from 
memory before the image faded. Ah, that was my hair, you 
see, for there were quantities of it in those youthful days and it 
looked then exactly as it does in his famous drawing. 

And now for the denouement, the climax of the story. When 
I was taken to his studio a complete stranger, a few 7 days after¬ 
ward, he was so surprised at the sight of me on his threshold. 
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that he greeted me with a shout of delight—* My Archangel, 
he cried, and without another word set to work immediately to 
complete his drawing, while I stood silent and mystified until 
it was explained to me later on. 

And now you have the story—both stories, but the only thing 
that really matters is that Burne-Jones honoured me by making 
his masterly silver-point drawing, which is considered one of 
the finest portraits of the kind ever made. 

Naturally we became close friends after that and I met him 
frequently at the house of my dear friend Lady Lewis, and at 
Sir Laurence Alma-Tadema's as well; they were all close 
friends. Burne-Jones, contrary to his appearance (I told you he 
looked like an apostle), was full of humour. He was really an 
extremely amusing and lively man. Although he went to all my 
concerts, I never played for him privately, but I did play for 
Alma-Tadema, who had a most wonderful piano on which I 
played many times. The piano was unique in its way and be¬ 
came quite famous through the years. I can almost say, as my 
host at the hotel in Moscow said of his piano, that it was “ not 
a piano, but a gold mine.” 

The Tadema piano, too, was more than a piano, it was an 
autograph album! It was a grand piano, most beautifully inlaid 
with silver, coloured woods and mother of pearl, a kind of 
mosaic with set-in panels of parchment paper which served for 
the autographs I have just spoken of. These panels were com¬ 
pletely covered with the autographs of the hundreds of dis¬ 
tinguished celebrities from all parts of the world who came to 
the Alma-Tadema house. They became so crowded with 
signatures that new panels had frequently to be added. I think 
my name, too, can still be seen on one of the old panels. They 
were always an object of keen interest to visitors. 

This fine piano was built by Broadw r ood, a famous English 
firm, and cost tw 7 o thousand pounds. There is a picture of it 
which might be of interest to use, although it gives no adequate 
idea of its exceptional beauty. After Alma-Tadema's death 
there seemed no one ready to take it and it found its way, as 
is usually the case, to the great sales room of Christie’s in 
London. It makes one sad to think that it was not rescued oy 
some old friend of those days or by a museum. It was finally 
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bought by Maples , the well-known department store in London, 
and put on view in one of their departments. 

The story and fame of the piano still live somehow, for only 
two years ago its picture appeared in the The Daily Telegraph, 
ant he little story with it. There it still is at Maples' great shop, 
which has given it sanctuary—I think I may use that term in 
memory of its distinguished friends. A piano can be a very 
personal possession, a beloved friend, and sometimes, even an 
enemy. 

There are one or two experiences to relate on this subject, 
stories that at the time had rather tragic import for me—when 
i ly piano became my enemy. I have had many and royal 
battles with my pianos during my career, battles that had to be 
fought to the bitter end. But all this belongs in another talk 
for another day. 

To go back now to our original theme. 

At this time I was seeing a great deal of Alma-Tadema and 
I was asked to sit for a portrait by him. I agreed, of course. It 
was an honour. It was probably the most exacting and elaborate 
posing for a picture that has ever been done, because at the 
first sitting I found, to my surprise, that there were three people 
making my portrait! There were the Princess Louise, Sir 
Laurence himself, and Lady Alma-Tadema, and all three were 
furiously painting me at the same time. Each one was con¬ 
stantly begging me to turn his way ! It was an amazing ordeal; 
it was not sitting, it was moving all the time, incessant moving. 
It continued several days and each day was more “ moving " 
than the last. However, the three pictures were finally com¬ 
pleted. Lady Alma-Tadema, who was a very gifted painter 
herself, had made a very small picture of me. Alma-Tadema 
made quite a masterpiece as far as painting is concerned. The 
picture painted by the Princess Louise is still in her possession 
at Kensington Palace. It was quite good but not so successful 
as to the likeness because, quite evidently, I was not turning 
enough her way ! It is very important to have a good light, and 
they could not all have a good light, hence the constant turning 
this way and that. It was a most amusing experience, but some¬ 
what of a strain while it lasted. 

There was one person in the room that day who did not ask 
me to turn her way, and for the reason that she was not a painter. 
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bui the young daughter of the Alma-Tadema, Miss Laurence 
Alma-Tadema. She was audience that day and seemed highly 
d l d, I thought, at the predicament I was in. She was my 
inend through all those years and her unfailing friendship to 
and my family and her loving service to Poland during the 
Wr are something that I want to speak particularly about. Such 
friendships are cherished possessions. As I talk of those won¬ 
derful days, I feel that perhaps I was specially blessed in tha t 
respect. Again we must reserve for a later chapter Miss Alma- 
Tadema's efforts for Poland during the war. 

The Alma-Tadema household was very artistic—all that was 
of importance in the world of art was to be found in their 
beautiful home. The whole London world came there. He was 
a very brilliant and amusing person, and full of kindness. 

He was one of the picturesque and famous characters of that 
time, a wonderful artist and very much the vogue. His famous 
receptions were, I think, on Monday every week, when the best 
and mot. fashionable society of London, and I may say of all 
e world, gathered there. There was always a musical pro- 
gramme and a charming little supper afterward. I often played 
on t _ occasions and it always gave me great happiness to 


., ma ~ ^adema was very fond of entertaining and he did it 
W } ^ me kindness and tact. He was a princely host. He 
a ways had the proper word for everybody—he was so fond of 
e ceremony of receiving. He was a person of most refined 
and very sure judgment. It was always something 
e:x ^ordinary to me how well he understood music, and how he 
f P bout it—always with real sentiment and a profound 

j R i Alma-Tadema was one of my very first and best 
friends in London. 

t> ^ hme it was the custom for great actors, especially 
°f e * lir ’ had their own theatres, to give receptions after the 
l2 r „° rniance - It was a charming orgy of night life. At 12 or 
peifo y ° U WOU ! d g0 t° the Haymarket Theatre where Tree was 
P 1 . nrun g' then sometimes to the Lyceum where Irving was 
f I was young, eager to enter into everything and 

acc ln fof d by the richness of the London life at that time. I 
es 6 * u many times the invitations of Beerbohm Tree 
P all y» a nd I was also frequently a guest at supper with Sir 
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Henry Irving. These supper parties were indescribably 
delightful. 

It was all so gay and charming. A vanished world. 

My first London seasons were extremely successful. I was 
well launched then and the audiences had grown steadily. There 
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was reason to feel that London had now become a part of my 
regular musical season. It was during my second tour in 1891 
that I was invited to play before Queen Victoria. This gratified 
me very much, for I had an enormous admiration for her. But 
before I tell you about my concert at Windsor, there is some¬ 
thing to be said about the fashion then of playing in private 
houses in London. 

The " at homes ” were very popular and played rather an 
important part in the season of every artist who came to London. 
Although they were financially satisfactory, or I should say be¬ 
came so, they were not altogether an unmixed blessing. I had 
countless propositions to play in private houses in London, so 
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many that it even became a difficulty to decide which to accept. 

P ayed in several places, but it was very hard, I found, because 
1 y as a form of entertainment that was not considered very 
seriously by the guests. Alas, even the charming hostesses did 
not re gard the event as a concert. I used to feel that they just 
engaged the artists to permit the company to talk—to hold con¬ 
versations that were not too attentively listened to. It was really 
dreadful and I suffered agonies. I resented it to such a degree 
that on several occasions I was bold enough, and rude enough, 
to stop playing entirely and then apologise to those engaged in 
lively conversation for having interrupted them! At first I 
feared my sarcasm was too subtle for them but, after several 
experiences, it had its effect. 

No, there was no actual dramatic incident, nothing really 
happened. The guests were more surprised than resentful, but 
there came a slight improvement in conditions whenever I 
played, after having reprimanded them. I established a certain 
standard of behaviour that, during my playing at least, there 
must be no conversation. I would not allow that. When they 
began to talk—I would stop. And as I was not very well 
acquainted with the language—I was then just starting my 
S U ‘ I usually spoke to them in French. I would 

^ ay ’ , ' 3 m verj; sorry to interrupt your conversation. I deeply 
f^ Ie L-i am obliged to disturb you, so I am going to stop 
. r a w le now and allow you to continue talking.” You can 
imagine th» effect it had ! However, it did some good. In cer- 

ain concerts even, I did it several times, and with remarkable 
results. 

I actually accomplished two things then, and I claim the 
< rt t for it. First of all, I educated those fashionable audiences 
to music, and the proper attitude towards an 
a 'y ‘ Man y of them afterward said, " What a change in the 
now at the ‘ at homes ’! No more talking, thank 

J e eCOndly ’ ^ accomplished another thing for the benefit of my 
agues, because I raised the prices for these private appear¬ 
ances everywhere. 

- n L °^ d ° n a * t^t time, a fee of sixty guineas was the highest 
Ad< 1 ^ P ^° ,r an “ a t home.” I am not speaking, of course, of 
lna Batti, who often sang privately. She always had a really 
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tremendous fee. People would pay simply anything to get her. 
There was also another popular singer, Madame Albani, a 
Canadian by birth, who was greatly loved by the English people. 
She received the unusual sum of one hundred guineas. Albani 
was a beautiful singer and great favourite and friend of Queen 
Victoria, which added to her enormous popularity. 

Well, I played the first season for sixty guineas. Then I asked 
two hundred guineas after that, and for several years I received 
it. But as my concerts increased I was not in such need of 
earning extra money and could, therefore, dispense with the 
“ at homes " and I was only too thankful to be able to refuse 
them. It was not much of a pleasure even under the best con¬ 
ditions. There was always noise, certain moving of chairs, and 
little irritations that were impossible to avoid in a house, and 
quite understandable. On some rare occasions, yes, it was a 
pleasure; but in many cases it was really a kind of slavery—to 
play just because one is paid for it, and then to have to be dis¬ 
turbed by somebody who is entering or leaving the room. On 
certain occasions, when Royalty came during my playing, the 
whole audience stood up, of course, and I had to stop, and I 
also had to bow before the King or Queen, or whoever it was 
that entered. So I then raised my price to five hundred guineas 
to make it practically impossible to engage me. That was un¬ 
heard of and made a certain sensation, but gradually every 
artist raised his price so that rich people who had to entertain 
distinguished society, and who engaged great artists, had to pay 
very large sums for them, which was just and right. 

The conditions were such then that, for instance, even in 
America, when an artist was engaged, he was not allowed to 
enter by the principal entrance, the front door, but had to go to 
the side door like the grocery boy. I had that experience myself 
once in New York. On arrival I was led by the servants to the 
back entrance. After I had recovered from my amazement, I 
refused to go through the back door and returned to my hotel. 
Of course, immediately somebody was sent to me with humble 
apologies and explanations and I returned and found a small 
regiment of servants at the front door to usher me in and up 
the staircase, where the lady of the house was waiting to receive 
me, overcome with embarrassment and full of futile explana- 
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tions. How absurd it all seems when one looks back upon it 

now, and how very funny ! 

It was in 1891 that Queen Victoria had expressed a desire to 
hear me play. I think I have already told you that she made a 
very deep impression upon me then. This statement will bear 
repetition. She always impressed me as long as she lived. 

I was notified by some of the officials of her household that 
her Majesty wished to hear me. So I went to Windsor. The 
beauty of that castle, that ancient style of life, impressed me 
m ry deeply indeed. It was really an admirable evening. It 
happened that the Queen was not feeling very well, so she 
t rived in the hall in an invalid chair. I was then presented to 
her. She addressed me in beautiful French and impressed me 
L,, being a queen in every sense of that often misused word. 
There was such a majesty about that little woman; although she 
very small in size, the feeling about her was one of bigness, 
she had great nobility. 

u jf was surprised to find that she knew so much about music. 

a ever , s * ie sa ^ was just to the point. Her taste and education 
T* classical, of course. She had studied, among other things, 
the piano and was said to be one of the few pupils of Men- 
,so l n T" suc h is the legend—so her favourite composers were 
either before or during the period of Mendelssohn’s life. I had 
o arrange my programme accordingly, and it was very 
graciously and kindly approved. She expressed the wish to 
ear me some time again, and often, she said, and her evident 
P easure and kindness added something special to the evening 
at has always lingered in my memory. 

The atmosphere at Windsor was rather solemn, if not austere, 
nt after her disappearance that evening—she had to go early 
0 hed her three daughters came in looking like the three 
graces. Princess Christian, Princess Beatrice, and Princess 
ouise. The two last were beautiful at that time. Princess 
n^tian was not as beautiful. She was much older, but was 
amiable and had a lively and gracious manner, I 
ec . 1 had quite a long conversation with them which I 

enjoyed. 

rec^'^ 6 ^ 1 ° r * W0 a rierward, I was again invited to Windsor and 
iv-d still more kindly and graciously than before by the 
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Queen. On that occasion she presented me with her picture. 
She seemed older and feebler but still a sovereign in every way. 
She was a wise queen—wise and fortunate. She knew how to 
select her advisers, and being a woman of vision and astuteness, 
she accomplished a long and glorious reign. Her hold or in¬ 
fluence on her people was tremendous and never lessened. She 
reigned so long that the people used to say, " She is like the 
weather in Scotland; it rains and rains and never gives a chance 
to the sun.” There was a certain truth in that saying. Edward 
came to the throne late in life. He too was a wise sovereign. 
His great popularity as the Prince of Wales reached to every 
corner of the world and held to the end of his life. Yes, he was 
a wise ruler for England. He had a very rare tact and diplomacy 
and accomplished much good for his people. I met King 
Edward VII only once, I regret to say. It was at a private 
musical I was giving. He was not very musical himself; he did 
not share his mother’s fondness for it. 

In fact the only musical person in the royal family after 
Queen Victoria was Queen Alexandra, who was deaf. She had 
great difficulty in listening to music. I met her first through 
the beautiful American Lady Randolph Churchill. She was 
then living opposite Hyde Park, and as I had often met her 
and her sister. Lady Leslie, in Paris, of course I was invited 
to visit them in London. Lady Randolph Churchill asked me 
to a luncheon and then told me that the Princess of Wales was 
coming specially to hear me play. There I met this charming 
lady who afterward became Queen of England. Beautiful as 
she was, she talked to me in such a way as to make me actually 
shiver with fright, because I did not understand one single word 
she said. Like most deaf people, she whispered very softly and 
it was impossible to hear her murmurs. This, added to my 
inability to understand English (I was just beginning to speak 
English at that time), made a conversation with her—an agony. 
She was evidently pleased with my playing because she ex¬ 
pressed her pleasure by asking me to go to see her very soon, 
which, of course, I did and then I played to her again. I played 
a long programme, I remember, consequently our conversation 
together was short, which was all to my advantage at 
that moment of my deficient English. The Princess of Wales 
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was the most beautiful creature imaginable. One I shall never 
forget. 

Twenty years later, after the death of the King, I saw her 
once more. She was then living at Marlborough House, and she 
invited me, as before, to go and see her. Again I went and 
again I played for her. She listened most attentively and heard 
me, it seemed, better than some years before. I had a most 
pleasant conversation with her before my playing and after¬ 
wards, in which the Marquis de Soveral, former personal friend 
of King Edward, also took a very lively part. 

He was a very kind man, charming in manner, highly 
educated but looking almost like an Oriental, so dark was his 
complexion. To him is attributed the following witty remark, 
which went the rounds of London. He once accompanied King 
Edward to the theatre where a play by Oscar Wilde was being 
performed. It was having great success—” The Importance of 
Being Earnest.” After the performance the King went with his 
>aite to a supper at the house of Sir Ernest Cassel. Cassel was 
a /e W powerful and rich banker at that time, a Jew, and it was 
a rumour in London that he had the honour and constant 
prm ege of assisting the King in his financial embarrassments, 
in the course of that supper. King Edward said, “ Well, 
F ° ver: », what do you think about * The Importance of Being 
arnest ? D Soveral, with a slightly amused laugh and a 
quL k glance at Sir Ernest Cassel, instantly replied, “ What I 
am thinking just now. Sire, is about the importance of being 
rs :st Cassel!” A quick answer! A double entendre that, 
shall we say, hit the proverbial nail on the head. Soveral was 
famous for his witty quips. 

On« of the really remarkable men in England at that period 
was Alfred Harmsworth, who later became Lord Northcliffe and 
created what is known as the modem newspaper. He played a 
c onspicuous role in English affairs, particularly political affairs, 
a /‘, r on in his career. Eventually he owned many newspapers 
an Periodicals. In fact, his first publication as a very young 
nun was a periodical called Answers to Correspondents. I think 
j.}' ' i s cor rect. After that. The Evening News, and The Daily 
‘ l l P as sed into his hands and in later years he climbed to the 
v ry highest point in English journalism when he became 
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owner of that great newspaper. The Times. He was still firmly 
established on that throne when he died many years later. His 
was a long and amazing career. 

Although this is destroying the whole chronological order of 
events (because I met Harmsworth in 1895), perhaps it is as 
well that I again make one of those little detours of which you 
are so fond. Our meeting came about rather interestingly. 
There was a gathering of the representatives of the Dominions. 
Prime Ministers and special delegates of all these Dominions 
were in London, and Alfred Harmsworth, who was then living 
in Berkeley Square, invited me to play for this very dis¬ 
tinguished company. He at once made a tremendous impression 
upon me by his temperament, his brilliant way of talking, and 
by his aristocratic manners in spite of his rather humble origin. 
He did not belong to the aristocracy, but came from the middle 
classes. He made in a few years a big fortune through his 
newspapers, and already then, though a young man, was 
occupying an exceptionally powerful position. The best evi¬ 
dence of it was in the fact that at his invitation all the delegates 
of the Dominions, all the dignitaries of those far-away countries, 
were only too glad to accept his hospitality. 

I was fortunate enough to make a favourable impression upon 
him, because from that day on a friendship began which lasted 
until his death. On many occasions his generosity and kindness 
to me have been of great service to my country. Whenever I 
asked him to take up some problem concerning Poland—I am 
speaking now about later years, of course—it was done with¬ 
out hesitation and in strict conformity with my request. He had 
a great influence then. He had contacts with all the newspapers 
of the world and above all, he controlled, in fact owned, those 
two tremendous organs. The Tunes and The Daily Mail , one 
paper appealing to the refined and dignified intellectual public, 
and the other appealing to the whole country practically, and 
to the younger generation. 

His premature death, which ended his great usefulness to the 
public, has been not only a severe loss to me personally, but to 
my country as well. Since then The Times has completely 
changed, and even The Daily Mail is not the same; it, too, seems 
to have changed its sentiments towards Poland. 

I have lost several of these cherished friends in recent years. 
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Lord Balfour among others. The part they played in my life, 
Ihe value of their interest and companionship from the very 
beginning of my first going to London, was of an importance 
that cannot be measured by any words of mine at this time. 
Would that it could, and that I could find adequate expression 
for my memories of these great men. But time presses. I can 
only mention a few of them now, for we must go back to the 
early struggling days of my career and speak of the next great 
event, perhaps the greatest, that brought me to America, the 
country of my heart, my second home. This was of colossal 
importance and I felt at that time ready for the great under¬ 
taking. I was ready to face even the terrors of the Atlantic, 
the bridge to the New World. America, then as now, was a 
promised land to all European artists, a land of fantastic 
and fabulous legend, with money and appreciation flowing out 
to meet the artist from the great and lively and generous 
American public. 


IX 


America 

I 

In the year 1891, Daniel Mayer secured an engagement for me 
in the United States. The tour was arranged under the auspices 
of the house of Steinway, the great piano manufacturers who 
offered me a contract for the first American tour which was to 
be managed by a member of that famous firm, Charles F. 
Tretbar. Before going there I had to prepare a very large 
repertoire. I was aware of the fact that I should have to play 
many recitals in New York, Boston, and Chicago and several 
orchestral concerts too. I was asked by Mr. Tretbar, who was 
arranging my tour of eighty concerts in America, to submit to 
him a list of all my repertoire. Fortunately, it was already large, 
but I had to work very hard for several months to refresh my 
memory and consolidate my fingers. The list I sent Mr. Tretbar 
contained quite a number of pieces of which I was not so 
absolutely sure at that moment, and quite especially of 
the concertos with the orchestra, hence this extra work. 

Anyhow, I started my preparations for the American tour 
and for several months (three practically) I practised more than 
ever before. I realised very clearly that it was the moment to 
make quite a little fortune. But it was also a very risky step. 
A certain guarantee, $30,000, was offered for the eighty con¬ 
certs, by the house of Steinway, and Tretbar had already sold 
many of these concerts in advance. He did not really expect 
a great success on this, my first tour, as he explained when we 
met. He was simply trying to “ cover himself ” as they say. 
You know the house of Steinway was not a concert agency, but 
a great piano firm, and they had no intention of making money 
with my concerts; their object was the advertisement of the 
Steinway piano. So it was stipulated in the contract that what- 
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evi r I might earn over and above the figure mentioned would 
C j?? entire ly to me. It was a charming, generous contract. 

, “■* t started off bravely, not doubting for a moment that I 

’ be able to surmount all the difficulties of the enterprise, 
before my departure, I had to play a few concerts in England, 
•Jut those few concerts turned out to be quite a large tour of 
irty-eight piano recitals given in a little over six weeks because 
1 was then en route for America. I was not pleased with that but 
the tour was advertised and I had to keep my engagements, 
naturally, though it was an extra burden and strain. 

Therefore, I was a little tired when I started the voyage on a 
small inexpensive steamer with the insignificant name of The 
Spray as I recall it. I sailed on the 3rd of November, 1891 
and the journey was frightful. It was my first experience as a 
.ailor and even with visions of a promised land luring me on, 
t was lamentable. There were moments when I wished I had 

seemed en&S ■*' ' ™ S ag0ny m0St of the v °y^. which 

betocMW f u a !,’ y !? nds,d New York ’ New York was far from 
SO brillSntl!r d ^° f T- Untains and shootin e towers illuminated 
now "There ^ ma ^ ln 8 Suc ^ an overwhelming impression as 

Zf to SLTvs'’ We 5 ™? W ““ 

anv livhtc n 1 « - ’ . arriv ed at night. There were hardly 

D; rknp« p ? f 1m P ress i°n was rather sordid and depressing, 
at the r lr 6re ’ ^° W d^rent now! A few people only 

was pir. ' aS s .fe amer was not an important one. The night 
a ii. n ,, a a ”d rainy and cold. It was a very' ugly atmosphere 
^ adtM . t0 my depression. 

j_ ' ar » ( f Steinway’s, came to greet me, but his greet- 
jj, f ‘ f r d with the weather, not very cordial! In fact, 
ings °i Was 5 a toer cold and severe. After the customary greet- 
" Well ” tf 1 ^ a ^ eW words which actually made me shiver, 
in Tonri 6 we hear you have had brilliant successes 

need n t * a ° d ^ ar i s ' i ,u t let me tell you, Mr. Paderewski, you 
heard ex P ec t anything like that here in America. We have 
mands * ** ad Pi ari ists, all the great ones, and our de- 
Uavi r Very exact ing. We are not easily pleased here. 
^ ave e srd all the best artists in the world every season, we 
ar£ a cer t a in standard which is very difficult to overcome. We 
exacting, I repeat to you, and you must not imagine that 
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you can achieve here a tremendous success at all! So, as a 
beginning T want to warn you now that we already have heard 
the greatest virtuosi, Rubinstein, von Billow, etc., and we also 
have here pianists of big reputation and remarkable talent and 
importance. Their demands are modest because they know that 
piano music is not as well rewarded as singing or even violin 
playing. So you should not, I repeat, expect extraordinary 
houses. Although I have done my best for you, it is nothing 
very remarkable.” 

Well, that was a blow to me. Before I had been in America 
ten minutes, I was met by discouragement on every side. Mr. 
Tretbar’s fateful words destroyed my last faint hopes. There 
was to be nothing left then for me over and above my guarantee, 
and I had dreamed of a richer harvest. But there was nothing 
to be done about it. I was under contract, my expenses were 
paid, and at least there was the guarantee of $30,000 (which at 
that time was a very large sum of money) to be depended upon. 
But at this first moment of arrival, when Mr. Tretbar was so 
graciously welcoming me, I was so depressed, so discouraged, 
that I asked immediately when the next steamer would leave for 
Europe. My one thought then was to return instantly. I did not 
ask Mr. Tretbar naturally, but inquired through my secretary, 
who also felt very strongly these discouraging words of Tretbar. 

Immediately upon arrival we went to a hotel, and that 
first night I intended to run away from the confounded 
place. It was full of insects. Wherever I looked, in every 
corner, there were spots black with a mass of insects. I did not 
know what they were, I had never seen anything like them 
before. Then, there were mice in the hotel too. I spent a dread¬ 
ful night. Mr. Tretbar, it seems, naturally wanted to make the 
expenses as small as possible, in order to save money, and that 
was why I was sent to that awful hotel. 

Early the next day I sent Goerlitz, my secretary, to Stein- 
way’s to tell them that I could not live in that hotel another 
hour, and to ask where there was a decent hotel I could move 
to, because I could not remain longer in that horrible place filled 
with noisy commercial travellers, and so forth, not to mention 
mice and bugs! 

The Stein ways were very agreeable and said at once, " Of 
course if Paderewski is not comfortable there he must go to 
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another hotel.” So my secretary replied, " Mr. Paderewski 
^ > that if a better hotel is too expensive, he will gladly pay the 
ill himself, but he cannot stay where he is.” 

>, they said. " Oh, no, we have made our contract and 
we must abide by it and provide him with every comfort.” They 
were really fine people, the Steinways, with a high degree of 
honour and justice. 


So Goerlitz secured rooms for me at the old Windsor Hotel. 
It was then one of the biggest buildings in New York. It was 
lour stones high! A very old-fashioned but comfortable hotel 
with g°°d food. It was on Fifth Avenue and 46th Street. 

T««e largest monument of the city at that time on Fifth 
Avenue was the old reservoir at 42nd Street. I must confess 
tho: that was the most impressive thing about New York, after 
the Cathedral, m those days, because it had such a huge impos- 
ing form There was not very much imagination about the 
uilding, but it appealed to one as an old fortress, something 
jTuh rC , m ° te Past ' something like a medieval castle. I was 
en n fl ways t0 st °P and look at it because it was such an 

but narrmi ° r " yeS ‘ ^ & ave me pleasure. It was not even, 
t h e y ;u r „ 1 , 1 f t tke to P* It was really beautiful. Now there is 

citadel 1 • ulere » which is not as beautiful as that 

citadel was, m my opinion. 

' ttlir myself in the old Windsor Hotel, I immediately 
began arrangements for the coming tour. 

U lsc °uragpng as my greetings were at the pier on arrival, 
1 1 thmg compared to what I learned when I got the 

. e c ) ur. I had imagined that it would be graduated, at 
rs s arting w th a few concerts, then a little rest, then more 
° ncer J s > f tc - uo, nothing of the sort, it was concert after 
T b C T ^ ? ld y a da y or two between: a continuous tour, and 
, . a ' begin in New York with three orchestral concerts, at 
W lc I had to play six piano concertos in one week and a 
® roi J_P solos. It was incredible! Six piano concertos in one 
‘ • I found myself repeating it over and over again, " six 
P iano COnc ertos—six piano concertos ” ! When Mr. Tretbar told 
= rat unbelievable truth, I was simply stunned. At first I 
Id only stare at him. I could not believe he was in earnest, 
ut I soon found out that he was, and it was six concertos or 
nothing! True, I had four of them ready, but the other two. 


202 


THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 


although I had played them once or twice, were not in my 
opinion yet ready for public performance. Why, in Europe, I 
might not have an opportunity of playing six concertos in one 
season. In one entire season, six concertos would be tremen¬ 
dous. But in New York, I was expected to play six concertos 
in one week! 

I was completely dazed at first. The dreadful knowledge of 
what faced me had a paralysing effect. At that moment I longed 
for the earth to open and swallow me up. It was superhuman. 
Perhaps now, after all these years, I should be able to accom¬ 
plish such a colossal thing after a long preparation, but then, at 
the beginning of my career, with my small experience and at 
such short notice, it was really something terrific. I said to 
myself, “ Perhaps I shall not be able to survive it, perhaps I 
will only be able to play five concertos, perhaps ”—oh, it was 
a kind of madness. 

But somehow, I gathered my courage together and started 
practising. I must add here that after the week of six concertos 
(already advertised) I had in addition to play six recitals. These 
recitals were scheduled for the following two weeks, which 
meant practically a concert every other day and a different 
programme each time. That was again Mr. Tretbar’s doings, 
it seems, and one of the reasons, as he told me afterwards 
(because we later became good friends), was this: he had a par¬ 
ticular friend then, a pianist, whom he adored, and he did not 
want anybody to make a bigger success than that pianist, and 
especially me. A strange reason. 

Well, I started my work. If I had to do it again, probably I 
should run away somewhere, to Alaska, or Patagonia, but very 
far away from mankind. 

I played the first time at Carnegie Hall. Walter Damrosch 
was the conductor. He was a very young man at that time and 
he gave me a great deal of pleasure as a conductor and as an 
accompanist. As an organiser and a progressive figure in the 
musical world, Damrosch has contributed since then very much 
to the progress of music in the United States, and up to this 
moment his activities, both musical and civic, are outstanding. 
He comes again into our story at a later moment. Our friendship 
began when I made my debut forty-six years ago, and still lives 
on I made my debut in New York under his baton. Many 
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people came to that first concert from outside. There were two 
concertos and a group of solos at that first concert. It was very 
well received, but not yet any kind of sensation. I was severely 
criticised in some papers; in some others, very highly praised, 
hut altogether it was not a phenomenal success, no. 

They waited for the second concert. But for the second con¬ 
ceit I had to make the rehearsal the morning after the first 
one, and I was not yet prepared. 

I want now, even at the risk of repeating myself, to say that 
the average person, or the great public, let me say, has no idea 
mi the amouiu of practice necessary, absolutely necessary, in 
the presentation of a concert. It is not sufficient to know and 
to play well (or even beautifully) the numbers arranged. It is 
not sue dent to have played the same programme the week 
before (and even to repeat it the next day) without incredible 
hours of practice and concentration. And so it is with every 
performance, hours of practice and mental work, and all this 
m addition to the never-ending finger practice—shall I call it— 
the technique. That is why it is so necessary for s uffi cient time 
between concerts for preparation of each programme as you 
play it. This lack of time, the rush of one concert after another 
upon my arrival in New York, was something unheard of to me, 
something 1 was utterly unprepared to face, and I was over¬ 
whelmed with the sheer physical aspect of the task before me. 
But youth was on my side, and an unbounded ambition and 
will to conquer though die labour involved was superhuman. 

I am still paying in flesh and blood for my first New York 
season, and you shall soon see why. 

When I was told that the rehearsal for my next concert was 
to take place directiy after my first one, it is not an exaggeration 
to say that I was really overcome. I was frightfully exhausted 
from the first, and knew that I must be up and ready in the 
morning for the colossal task of an orchestral rehearsal. Then 
the trouble began—more trouble. I found that I could not 
practise in the Hotel Windsor, because it was full of veiy old 
people, residents, who would not tolerate music at night the 
only time I could work. So I went to 14th Street, to the piano 
warehouse of the Steinways. It was the only solution. I could 
not, naturally, go in the middle of the night to practise in a hotel 
or a house, so Steinways' piano room was my only hope. 
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I remember when I appeared at the door, how startied the 
night watchman looked, and I must have presented a strange 
appearance. The watchman, however, opened the room where 
the pianos were stored, and there, in that cold and gloomy loft, 
I began my practising. There were no lights except the two 
candles on the piano. It must have been a strange sight as I 
think back upon it—tire empty room, with two fluttering candles 
and the two men, the night watchman and my secretary, each 
snoring loudly in his corner as I worked on until morning. That 
was all I had for inspiration ! I would not like to go through 
that experience again. 

I practised five hours that night, after my concert, remember, 
and I prepared the concerto and was ready the next morning for 
rehearsal at ten o’clock. After the rehearsal, I practised again 
all day for the concert. How did I do it? Ah, I cannot tell 
you how I endured it, but the second concert, in spite of my 
++ was much better than my first one. There was a larger 
attendance (again at Carnegie Hall) and some real demon- 
*1°: f ° pak lic avour that day which gave me still more 
with mf 1 - * 1 f j adM fatigue. It was a little ray of hope, 
to go ,c in n «. d ; . n ° ! kno i whether I would have been able 
pare for tK * , nig J lt to dle °ld Steinway warehouse and pre- 
certo Lfl th nt Tehe ^, I had to play the Rubinstein Con- 
solo nnrrh T opin h Minor Concerto, and some important 
„ er ‘ ^t was an afternoon concert and it had taken 

j y en e ® n kours °f the one day to practise. My arms were 
fP ln g °|f. But I could not have rest. I could not cancel or 
stpone the concert—it was impossible. So I played that 
u mstein C ncerto, and the reception was really remarkable, 
Ameri 0US " Was th e rea l beginning of my career in 

There was a very large sum in the box office, too; for that 
lrn it was phenomenal. Mr. Tretbar came and congratulated 
and sa id, ’ Well, it is surprising what you have made in 
1S conc ert.' There was, I think, about $3000. They had 
never had that sum before—never. 

Two days later I gave my first recital. Preoccupied with the 
responsibility of my concerts and incessant work, I had really 
no idea where my first recital would take place—in Carnegie 
« ill I supposed—and only on the day of the concert was I told 
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by my secretary that it was in the small hali at the Madison 
Square Garden. 

“ A small hall,” I cried; “ what does this mean, what small 
hall?” 

” Oh,” Goerlitz answered, “it is the little hall in Madison 
Square.” 

“ But,” I said, “ this is impossible. It cannot be. There is 
some mistake. Why, I have just filled Carnegie Hall, why am 
I put in this small hall now?” 

Goerlitz simply shrugged his shoulders and said, “ Mr. Tret- 
bar has arranged it.” 

I was terribly upset. I felt the deep injustice of this. But, 

I said to Goerlitz, “ this is wrong, absolutely wrong. There 
must be a certain force that is working against me. I have just 
had great progress in my three concerts, each one being larger 
in receipts and better in appreciation and now after all that 
success—after having filled Carnegie Hall to capacity, I am sent 
to a small hall for my first recital.” I was indignant. I was 
outraged. It was wrong, illogical, unfair, and so I expressed 
myself. 

Tretbar got the full blast of this, and came at once to see me 
and I told him exactly what I thought about it all and expressed 
myself in terms that were quite justified. I may add that they 
were very strong! Of course, he had many explanations and 
excuses, but I cut them short once and for all when I said, “ It 
is unworthy of a firm like the Stein ways to treat me in this way. ' 

At that time there was nobody except William Steinway, the 
head of the firm, to decide things. His was the final voice. 
There were many subordinates, of course, but no one with real 
authority. Unfortunately for me, William Steinway was very 
ill at that moment. He was suffering from a severe attack of 
rheumatism and there was no one to whom I could appeal. Mr. 
Tretbar was unable and unwilling to assume responsibility and 
simply said, “ Well, we have our policy and we cannot change 
it at a moment’s notice. You are under contract and you will 
have to play in the hall that we have already arranged for.” So 
there was nothing to be done. I was caught in a trap and in 
the small hall I must play. 

I gave my first recital there. I think it went very well. I had 
arranged my programme very carefully I felt, reserving the 
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very' best and most brilliant pieces of my repertoire for the last 
three recitals, which I was very sure I could arrange to have 
m Carnegie Hall in spite of Mr. Tretbar and other difficulties. 

At that first recital, I looked out at the hall very particularly. 
q 1 ; was n0t ful1 ' but that did not dis turb me in spite of the fact 
f ^ r * ^ relbar came to the dressing room to see me, smiling 
rather sarcastically I thought, even triumphantly. “ Well,” he 
cned, rubbing his hands nervously together, " you see this small 
hall is quite large enough for you. I told you how it would be 
and y< must realise now that you were mistaken.” It was his 

I bided my‘"r. Ph “ d ^ SmileS ' But 1 Said n 0 lhin S- 

Th ? 3ec °ud recital was much better attended. The public 
espedally those who were at the orchestral concert at Carnegie 

Jot ’ • en Se Tu the announcemen t that my first recital was 
had rtrTtrr T? ^ ' h&d the im P ression that the management 
S H C ‘ aith ln m e— lett ing me play in a second-rate hall. 

q Kl . n ° t come - Such was and still is my belief, 
was therf ^ d ma de rather a favourable impression. I 

^ame to the f T’ ^ n ° 0rchestra - Ma ”y more people 

fa the 

not even 0 , ’ Packed full as you say—there were 

were turned nf URa l ° r those who wanted to get in. People 
did T away - After “s concert I may add that Tretbar 
audience! ^ COmmen t s to make about the size of the 

las/ a ^ triumph and I felt myself on solid ground at 
w * J /as determined to have no more small halls; my mind 
nt* !P ’ I sa *d to Goerlitz, " Now, this is the end. I am 

m ‘ 0 P^y any more. I shall break the contract. They 

nr f p* 2 a lawsuit, they may do anything they please, I will 
tt it again in that small hall. I shall go back to Carnegie 

\JLn r r hal1 . not p ¥ y in New York again.” 
of u h G ° erlitz re alised my determination and the importance 
hi 3 if blS ’ and the message was taken to W'illiam Steinway 
n ’■ and hy my secretary. This time there were no 
q oi a f 10ns with ld r - Tretbar. William Steinway put an end 
,, a the trouble, and he decided at once that all my concerts 
ercafter should be given in Carnegie Hall. 

y ou can imagine my relief, and my appreciation, too, of Mr. 
p.m. G 
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Steinway's decision. It showed his clear-sightedness and his 
acumen, also his great sense of justice. Good man—a splendid 
man, one so easy to deal with, so clear of vision—a loyal friend 
to the end of his life. 

My last three recitals were at Carnegie Hall and were a great 
success artistically and financially. The last two were com¬ 
pletely “ sold out.” I should have been very happy then 
because it was a great victory, and all those efforts and labours 
crowned by success, but I was then suffering so terribly from 
overwork, I was so exhausted and in such cruel pain that every 
concert was an agony for me. 


II 

I must not forget to tell you now that directly after my first 
appearance I had the opportunity of meeting most of the critics 
of New York, Boston, and Philadelphia, and all this was 
arranged by Mr. Tretbar, who looked after everything. On the 
night after my first concert in New York, Tretbar invited all 
the critics to a big supper at which I was to make the personal 
acquaintance of these gentlemen of the press. I still preserve 
very pleasant recollections of that meeting. For instance, 
William J. Henderson—he was a very cultured and able critic, 
with whom I had many occasions to talk. Sometimes he did not 
agree with my interpretation, but that is quite natural. He was 
always very fair and sincere, I felt, in what he said. 

I also met a great many times, in Boston, Mr. Philip Hale, 
of The Boston Herald. He was a highly educated man of great 
culture and he knew many things besides music. But his 
criticisms were sometimes—I would not say adverse, but so 
sardonic, in their suggestion as to be unmistakable. There was 
always some little personal remark. He was witty, and wit is 
a very dangerous weapon in a critic, and in any one practically, 
because witty people cannot refrain from making witty remarks, 
and witty remarks are not always amusing when they are a little 
bit ironical. But my recollections of Philip Hale, in spite of 
this, are very sympathetic. There was something in me though, 
which always shocked him—I cannot find another word for it 
—and that was my hair ! He apparently could never get accus- 
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tomed to it, nor could he resist certain facetious allusions to it. 
tt^ U confess it was always a question in my mind whether 
aie was envious of my hair, or simply disturbed by the sight 
• t any rate he always had to overcome to a certain extent 
r 1 ® leelln g and his annoyance, though it often trickled through 
lr ' some rather caustic remarks in his notices, which was 
natural enough, feeling as he did. 

Richard Aldrich, on the contrary, did not mind my hair at 
alJ. He was a splendid man—just, intelligent, and always im¬ 
partial, and wrote very beautiful English. Henderson, of whom 
1 n<~ve just spoken, and whom I knew at the beginning of my 
career when Tretbar had my management completely in his 
hands, was one of the New York critics and one of the best 
and h IS criticisms in The New York Sun carried great weight 
^th music lovers. There were so many critics at that time 

.TL 1 T ne , W * r ™ ghout ^ puntry that were kind to me and 
whom I should like to mention now. 

A f °i i nstance ’ there Was WilIiam Apthorp, of The 

IjhtfTtn And ,, R ^ glnald De Koven in New York, a very de¬ 
lightful fellow Reggie,” as we called him, became one of 

mypersonal fnends later on, though he started with very 
' A c _ jnbcisms of my concerts which continued for some time. 

. „ ™ h S a .f° there was another very charming fellow, a critic 
on The Tribune, William Hubbard. He was an admirer from 
ine start, but he was almost as dangerous as Finck in his admira- 
Tr Henry T> Fln . ck > tak e him all in all, was a very fine critic. 

. 6 ” r< ? . e f ' T ' tkat distinguished paper. The Evening Post, which 
■p? 0 , kl § in public opinion and journalism in those days. 
lnc Wa£ a lovable man and a faithful friend and gave me 
» * °* tke warmth of his personal devotion. And of 

.amt.,, Huneker, that brilliant, versatile writer and man, there 
d*? deal t0 s& y» but he and Finck, too, come in another 
Th ^ n Gre , the Y can rece i ve more than a mention, 
one ai!? ° f critic is an arduous and at the same time a delicate 
artist rr gIea J res P° ns ibility must always be theirs. Every 
Xh ( this and their enormous influence on the public, 

them f , da y s when I knew the critics personally and met 
dav r -?? Uen dy on my first tour in America. Of the present 
a - n cs ' ^ know very few. My relationships with the 
encan critics, unfortunately, since the war have not been 
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renewed (with the exception of Olin Downes, who has been at 
Morges to see me). 

Many years ago I gave up for ever reading notices of my 
concerts. This was a luxury that I allowed myself after a certain 
period. There were many reasons for it which are too personal 
and involved to interest you, but my appreciation of their criti¬ 
cisms is none the less sincere because I do not happen to know 
them personally. 

During that first American tour I was completely in the hands 
of Mr. Tretbar. He arranged everything, but there is still 
something I wish to add to this now that is of some interest and 
certainly of some amusement. He managed all the concerts, 
acting somewhat as a great Field Marshal, sending out 
his orders and directions through the country, but never mov¬ 
ing from New York himself. The General in command, how¬ 
ever, was quite another affair. He was a man appointed by 
Tretbar, hired by him to execute his orders, an Englishman, a 
very fine, charming old fellow by the name of C. T. Fryer. 
He was the practical manager and travelled continually and was 
present at all my concerts. In other words, to put it simply, he 
did the work. 

After the first season, on my return, Mr. Tretbar satisfied 
himself with the role of Supreme Council. Mr. Fryer was again 
the manager, acting with complete understanding of my secre¬ 
tary, Mr. Hugo Goerlitz, whose position had, shall we say, 
perhaps just a little bit “ burned ” his head, because he be¬ 
lieved then that he was really the boss! That is an American 
expression which I think particularly fits the case. Goerlitz was 
a German and a fairly educated man. He belonged to a good 
family. His brother was a general and I knew his father and 
mother very well. They were such nice old people. But Goer¬ 
litz was certainly an adventurous character. And now I want 
to correct an impression, which at the time caused some con¬ 
siderable misunderstanding. Goerlitz was never my manager. 
He liked to feel that he was and that, of course, came through 
his ambition. He wanted to be something higher, more power¬ 
ful, than a secretary. Being a secretary, he was a subordinate; 
as manager, he could quite a little lord if over me. But, con¬ 
trary to all impressions, he was never my manager, never. 
He was my secretary, and a very efficient one, for about nine 
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3-ears, from 1891 to 1900, and he travelled everywhere with 
me during that period, which, with all its success, was 
an adventurous and stormy one. 

"Oie position of manager is quite a curious one psychologi¬ 
cally. You know in some cases, and it is natural enough, a 
manager often actually becomes the artist, at least in his own 
mhd. He is so used to arranging and managing affairs in 
speaking for the artist, that he even in his telegrams, also in 
conversation, sometimes speaks of himself as the artist! I 
will give you a very amusing little comment on this. Telegrams 
u ,;d often to come to me signed with my manager’s name, C. 

„ r ^ er ’ fe T aying ’ 1 mfuse to play on such and such a date,” 
or y es, I accept. I will play at such and such a concert ” 
Even the secretary did it after a time. It was very contagious, 
you see. When I first saw one of these strange telegrams, 1 
was dumbfounded. Fryer brought me the first one and* I 
asked him what it meant. ” Oh,” he said, “ that is just a cus- 
? rn * w go it. It means nothing. Your secretary has 
w iply signed this with his own name. All managers do that.” 

1 . r wen f 0n ' If ^ a kind of habit they get into. They sign 
, e , ir O'™ name f° r fh e artist. You know we managers get to 
teel that we own the artist, and sometimes,” he said laugh- 
mgly, some of us even think we are the artist! Why, I have 
often heard managers say, * Well, I played the other day to a 

-ry 1 1 house, or ‘ I sang beautifully at the opera last night. 
Did you hear me?’ ” 

Well, tlii was my first experience in such tactics and it cer- 
tiinly had a veiy ludicrous side. Afterwards I became a bit 
^ r accustomed to the idea, but I think I always resented it a 
1 } p ^ ’f always amused me in spite of that. The attitude 
o Goerlitz reminded me very much of my good old friend 
-sfengel fthe husband of Madame Sembrich, and her manager), 
'1 0 vvas a great offender in this respect. I heard him many 
,™ es ' vv f‘ en Sembrich had to appear, or refuse to appear, say, 

. , yes • I am going to sing to-night,” or, " I have a cold to- 
and have refused to sing at the opera,” or, “ We are 
singing next Monday in ‘ The Barber.’ ” It always made me 
J^ wa s so strange! So absurd! I remember one par- 
, . u ar occasion—the great celebration of Sembrich’s 

iJ rty years or so in the opera. There was a supper in her 
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honour and many distinguished people made addresses. I was 
asked to speak, too, so I thought, now is the time to make a 
little facetious comment on this strange managerial habit of 
actually becoming the artist. After opening my speech with 
the usual introductions, I said that it was with special pleasure 
I found that Madame Sembrich herself was singing, and not 
her husband, as I had been led to believe, when I heard him 
a few days before say to a comrade, “We are singing at the 
great banquet to-morrow night,” and added, " I have decided 
to sing Schubert's ' Nussbaum.’ It is such a favourite.” Of 
course, this created great laughter and Stengel himself was de¬ 
lighted. I then went on and elaborated my theme. I said, " I 
have heard him so many, many times say, ' I am not going to 
sing to-night,' or, ‘ Yes, I am singing to-night ' that I can only 
say I came in great trepidation fearing that he actually would 
sing to-night!” More laughter. “ But,” I added, turning to 
Madame Sembrich, “ thank God he is not going to sing to-night 
—it is Madame Sembrich herself who is to appear.” The 
audience quickly caught on and burst into roars of laughter. 
So the whole occasion ended very happily and even had some 
little notice in the press. 

But times have changed and I think it was only the managers 
of that period who indulged in that way of talking. They owned 
the artist—simply owned him. 

Mr. Charles Ellis of Boston, a most accomplished gentleman, 
followed Fryer and Tretbar. Since then I have had absolutely 
no trouble or annoyance of any kind, and I may add, sotto 
voce, he, Ellis, never played himself. No, he never refused, or 
played—for me! Nor does Mr. George Engles, my present 
manager. 

These comments, I see, amuse you—well, they amuse me 

still. 

Life has a way of repeating itself, and in America, as in 
London and Paris, every one was very kind to me, and I was 
immensely struck then, and I still am, with the constant hos¬ 
pitality and friendly feeling of the American people. I was 
everywhere received with touching evidences of their interest 
and friendship. The whole American “ scene,” as your Henry 
James called it, was of a vitality and freshness unlike anything 
I had ever known. The names of hundreds of interested and 
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kindly people flock to my mind—charming acquaintances in¬ 
terested in my career, and all a part of the audiences that I 
found to welcome me throughout the land. Many of them be- 
Ccini j close friends as years went on, and Richard Watson Gilder 
was one of the first who crossed my path and became a staunch 
mend and supporter in those early days. 

The Gilder family was unique, even in New York. It was the 
most charming household imaginable—he, a real poet, and she 
an angel! He was the editor of The Century Magazine, a dis¬ 
tinguished literary magazine then, but now no longer in exis¬ 
tence The Gilders held an exceptional position in New York 
society—they had then what was perhaps the only thing 
approaching die so-called " literary salon,” so popular in 
Europe. In their interesting old house in Eighth Street gathered 
all the great visiting artists, musicians, distinguished writers, 
, p 1 j painters ’ and Politicians who came to America. Gilder 
also held a unique position in the literary world then. He was 
innoisseur of art and of life. He appreciated and recognised 
a once the unusual in everything—in people as well. He was 
a most loyal friend and beautiful character. There are many 
m eresting things to say about the quality of his friendship, his 
o ii-j l q at great President, Grover Cleveland, his warm 
evo on to Eleanora Duse, the great Italian actress, for it was 
10 - reco §msed her talents and hailed her as the 

Suprc irie genius when she came, poor and unknown, to America. 

, r * Twain, another great American who was a friend and 
neighbour, was a very vital part of the Gilder household. I 
met him there, and the beautiful impression he made upon me 
abides with me still. He was a purely American product, some 
one that only America could have produced, in the quality of 
his mind, his humour and character. I think he remains an 
undimmed figure in your history. The years will not diminish 
ms towering qualities and virtues. I spent many happy hours 
vvilh them there—so many joyous occasions, they crowd my 
memory and still warm my heart. The Gilder house was a kind 
of home to me, a real home during those first years in America. 
I always looked forward to going there, it was such relaxation 
1 d happiness to be with them and participate in the life of that 
delightful family. There were charming children and it was so 
warm and friendly. One of the children, Francesca, now 
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married to a New York doctor, then a very little girl, was a 
great favourite of mine. She was always very serious about 
everything she did and was also very shy. There is rather a 
nice little story that has followed me down through the years in 
connection with Francesca. It happened during my second 
tour, when everything was going at top speed and my concerts 
were crowded and enthusiasm was at its highest pinnacle. 

I remember going to the Gilder house one afternoon and find¬ 
ing Mrs. Gilder alone in the drawing-room with the little 
Francesca, who it seems was waiting for her governess to arrive 
and show her mother a new dance she had learned. Mrs. Gilder 
conceived the idea that I, too, would enjoy the dance 
and asked me to remain. Well, to make the proverbial long 
story short, the governess did not appear, much to the distress 
of little Francesca. It was then that I met my first, shall we 
say, Waterloo, for I offered to play for Francesca to dance— 
offered to take the place of the English governess who always 
played her dance music. In fact, I was so vain, or perhaps I 
may say courageous, as to insist upon playing for Francesca, 
much to Mrs. Gilder's delight, but apparently not to 
Francesca’s! Mrs. Gilder, I remember, jumped from her chair 
and said, “ Oh, Francesca, how delightful, how kind of Mr. 
Paderewski! Think, darling, how wonderful if will be when 
he plays for you. That will be something for you to remember 
all your life; it will be something you can tell your own little 
girls when you grow up—that Mr. Paderewski once played for 
you to dance.” And so forth, and so on. 

Still Francesca remained silent, but neither her mother nor 
I perceived her doubts, for at once I sat down at the piano and 
made two or three preliminary notes and learned that it was a 
kind of minuet that Francesca was to dance. I tried several 
things and finally, with her mother applauding and smiling and 
encouraging, Francesca unwillingly began. We went on for a 
few moments and it seemed to me that everything was quite all 
right. But not so Francesca. After various attempts and a few 
false starts, she stopped suddenly and refused to take another 
step! Mrs. Gilder’s consternation was pathetic. “ Oh, Fran¬ 
cesca,” she cried, “ what is it? What is the matter? Why 
don’t you go on with your dance?” But Francesca only shook 
her head; she said nothing. I hopefully continued to play, but 
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not another step would she take, and then the dreadful thing 
happened. ” Francesca,” Mrs. Gilder cried, “ what is the 
matter: Don’t you like Mr. Paderewski’s beautiful playing?” 
We both waited in a dreadful silence for the answer. It came ! 
With tears running down her poor little face, in a husky and 
frightened voice Francesca said, “ Oh, no, no. Mama. I can¬ 
not dance when Mr. Paderewski plays, I cannot. I'd rather 
have my governess. She knows how to play for me.” 

Mr. Gilder died many years ago and Mrs. Gilder's death fol¬ 
lowed not long after. The old house in Eighth Street is no 
3nger a rendezvous. The curtain has rung down for ever on 
those loyal, devoted friends. A lovely household of early 
America. 

Andrew Carnegie was one of the prominent and extremely 
picturesque figures in America when I arrived there. I think 
perhaps in the parlance of the day you would count him among 
your first citizens. He was a man of vast wealth. He had an 
extraoi dinary business career and his name was known 
throughout the world. It was on the occasion of my first con- 
e h in America that I met him and I saw him afterwards in 
ngland and Scotland very often. We became good friends 
wl I played for him, and visited him often during the early 
American days. He did not live then in the great house where 
his wife now lives, but somewhere much more humble In 56th 
or 57th Street. He was a remarkable person, and while he was 
not in any sense of the word a patron of the arts, he was very 
fund of music, and especially fond of his native bagpipes—a 
true Scotsman. 

Years later I used to visit him at Skibo Castle, and how well I 
remember those bagpipes ! When there were guests in the castle, 
every morning without fail, and early too, there came an orches¬ 
tra of pipes and they played before the rooms of every guest to 
awaken them for breakfast. The intention was charming but 
me experience was not always agreeable. 

Carnegie was a Laird and he wore the costume too. He de- 
kghted in that, but I think he never wore it in New York. 
Before dinner there was again a procession of those bagpipes 
which led the guests into the dining-room. He had many musical 
customs, shall I say, for after luncheon and again after dinner, 
there was an organist at hand who gave a real programme of 
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music for the entertainment of guests. So I think we are safe 
in saying that he was very fond of music. I did not notice any 
trace of a higher musical culture, but he certainly liked the bag¬ 
pipes and his organ recitals. 

Of his charities I cannot speak except, of course, his libraries. 
His donation of libraries throughout the United States (I don’t 
know how many) was phenomenal. There are libraries every¬ 
where, in almost every town, I think I may safely say. He was 
always a good friend to me and later on I shall speak of some¬ 
thing that he once offered to do for me. That story does not 
belong here. 

Now let us pick up again the thread of my first American 
season. The recital, or “ at home,” in private houses was not 
so popular in New York as it was in London. I had only a few 
engagements, but there was one special arrangement, I recol¬ 
lect, when four recitals were organised at the studio of a famous 
painter who had at that time a big reputation in New York, Mr. 
William Chase. At the Chase studio I gave four concerts, and 
all were crowded to such an extent that people were actually 
sitting next to me, so close they almost prevented me from 
playing. I felt suffocated. Although it was a gracious and very 
flattering tribute on the part of these devoted friends, the per¬ 
formance was nevertheless an ordeal. 

A committee of my New York friends was formed to organise 
these concerts, of most distinguished musical people headed by 
Mrs. William H. Draper. There were also Miss Etta Dunham, 
Miss Eleanor Blodgett, the Gilders, Miss Arnold, Mrs. Charles 
Ditson, wife of the well-known music publisher, a popular hos¬ 
tess of those early days, and many others. Mr. George Vander¬ 
bilt, too (a delightful fellow), I remember among the men. 

But all these names are not important now. The interesting 
thing is that these recitals at the Chase studio made something 
of a sensation. They were fashionable and most exclusive. 
While the studio was big enough for its own purposes, it was 
not agreeable when some three or four hundred people were 
crowded into it. In fact it was dreadful. I do not think that 
at that time studio music was much in vogue. It was just a 
lionising idea—a stunt (I think that is the proper word for it) so 
often indulged in by ladies in search of celebrities. 

The most agreeable and enjoyable private house in which I 
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played in America was that of Mrs. Bliss in Santa Barbara, 
and I played there a number of times. Whenever I was in 
California, she asked me to play for her and I always did it 
gladly, for her love and appreciation of music were very rare. 
To play in her house was an experience unlike anything else I 
found—it was like celebrating a mass. The atmosphere of 
silence was like that of a temple. It was beautiful and inspiring. 

There was still one other house where I played with particu¬ 
lar pleasure, yes, with affection, and that was the house of 
Joshua Montgomery Sears, a distinguished Bostonian. They 
were my beloved friends from the beginning and it was a delight 
to go there, and their beautiful house in Boston was a haven of 
hospitality. That house was a landmark in my artistic career. 
Sears was a perfectly delightful fellow, cultivated, interesting 
and amusing, and I always looked forward to being under his 
roof because, among other pleasures, he had a most beautiful 
room built especially for music. On one occasion—it was his 
birthday—I came down from Portland, Maine, to play in that 
beautiful room with the entire Boston Symphony Orchestra, 
which will give you some idea of its size. This was a little birth¬ 
day surprise for him and it was a gala occasion—everything on 
a grand scale. 

There was another concert that season with the Boston 
Orchestra which was specially noteworthy. It was given to 
raise funds for the Washington Arch in Washington Square, 
New York. The Arch was not yet finished, and it was Mr. 
wilder who arranged the concert and asked me whether I would 
be willing to play. Of course I was very glad to. It was my 
first concert for a public benefit and Major Higginson, of Bos¬ 
ton, hearing about it, suggested with his usual generosity, 
that in addition to my programme I play a concerto or two 
with orchestra. He followed up his suggestion with the princely 
offer of sending the Boston Symphony Orchestra to New York 
f ar that purpose. So it developed into a great affair. The con¬ 
cert was given at the Metropolitan Opera House and there was 
a very large attendance and a big sum was collected, and Gilder 
Was the chief spirit of the occasion. I think we must try to find 
°ne of the old programmes. 
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All this was adding to the popularity and establishment of 
my name in America. After the first New York season I went to 
Boston, where I had at once a great success. Perhaps it was due 
to the fact that I already had friends in the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra, Timothy and Joseph Adamowski and some others. 
Then, too, the conductor of the Boston Symphony, Arthur 
Nikisch, whom I had met before in Europe, was my 
good friend, and all that made my first appearance there much 
easier than in New York. I was among friends. And the 
Boston Orchestra was magnificent. 

Yes, I was among friends and I was happy at the thought of 
being with the Adamowskis again—Tim and Joseph—and they 
were delighted that I was coming. It was all a great contrast to 
the New York debut, where I was entirely alone and knew no¬ 
body. Both the Adamowski boys were members of the orchestra 
—Tim was the first violin and Joseph the 'cellist—and they 
were both members of the famous Tavern Club of Bos¬ 
ton, which had a most distinguished membership and was the 
rendezvous of the wittiest and most prominent professional men 
in all walks of life. It was all very delightful and I have 
cherished memories of my connection with the Tavern Club, 
which continue up to the present, for I never fail to go there 
when I play in Boston, and there is always a royal welcome 
awaiting me. 

There is an old, in fact very old, but still amusing anecdote 
connected with my first appearance at the Tavern Club which 
followed directly after my debut in Boston, forty-six long years 
ago. I played there for the first time with the Boston Symphony, 
as I have already mentioned, and it was all very exciting, and 
I remember so w'ell to this day the public rehearsal in the after¬ 
noon (which was really my debut), and the concert the follow¬ 
ing evening. 

Directly after the rehearsal, which took place in the old Music 
Hall of Boston, Joseph Adamowski took me immediately on 
to the Tavern Club. My playing had been a great success that 
afternoon and the audience was most enthusiastic, in fact wildly 
so, perhaps I may tell you, and it w r as altogether a tremendous 
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kind of an ovation. So as I entered the big library at the Tavern 
Club with Joseph Adamowski, the whole room broke into ap¬ 
plause and greetings in the most touching and spontaneous 
manner. It was all very thrilling, I must admit, and the men 
crowded excitedly around me. It was a great hubbub ! Every 
one asking questions at once, every one being introduced and 
I was completely surrounded with these kindly well-wishers and 
friends shaking hands right and left, but alas, being unable 
myself to say anything. I spoke very little English at that time 
and felt greatly handicapped in expressing myself. Suddenly 
in the midst of all the excitement, when the noise was at its 
height, Tim Adamowski rushed into the room in a blaze of 
exaltation and pride over his Polish countryman. He was 
breathless and inarticulate, but so profoundly moved and happy 
that it was really touching. He was bursting with his desire to 
acclaim me not only before the Tavern Club but before the 
whole city of Boston! He wanted to shout my success to the 
whole world at that moment. He struggled to make himself 
heard above all the din and racket, but he too was sadly han¬ 
dicapped. His English was not as good as it might have been. 
He spoke it, yes, well enough, but he very often used quite the 
wrong words, and words that expressed just the opposite of 
what he meant, and on this occasion he certainly outdid him¬ 
self ! 

He pushed his way to my side and, waving his arms high 
above his head, he shouted out the great and familiar quotation 
from Julius Caesar, but not quite, not quite, “ he came, he saw, 
he conquered.” Adamowski held up his hand and with an 
enormous voice cried out, to the whole assembly, who suddenly 
became silent, " Gentlemen—Look—look—here he is— 
Paderewski, the first and greatest of all pianists. He came,” 
cried Adamowski, " he saw,” his voice soaring still higher and 
louder, “ he inquired !” 

There was an awful, a blank moment and then, of course, 
the uproar was deafening. I was completely in the dark, for I 
had no idea what he was saying. My English, as I have already 
said, was conspicuous by its absence. But that whole crowd 
burst into a prodigious roar of laughter that went on and on and 
on until it seemed to me it would never end, and still I did not 
know what it was all about. 


AMERICA 


221 


That little story has kept itself alive, though with many 
variations, through all these years, so I feel that it is perhaps 
still worth the telling. 

The magnificence and beauty of tone, in fact, the great per¬ 
fection of the Boston Symphony Orchestra, was a con¬ 
stant source of wonder to me. I had not expected anything so 
fine; in fact, it surprised and interested me extremely to find 
three great orchestras in America. Perhaps we should say four, 
including the Chicago Orchestra. But the Boston Symphony 
must always be mentioned particularly and first, because it was 
one of the greatest orchestras in the whole world, and it played 
such an important part in the musical life in the United States. 
It was founded by Major Henry L. Higginson of Boston. He 
was its patron saint and he supported it like a prince until his 
death. 

A further word is due here about Major Higginson—a per¬ 
sonal word. He was a very generous citizen; he created the 
Boston Symphony Orchestra and he rendered very noble, ex¬ 
ceptionally important service to the musical culture of the 
United States. Yes, I knew him well. He was a very fine man; 
he was a protector of music in America and he accomplished 
wonderful things. But he was a banker too, and had a peculiar 
and particular way of combining the two which is quite under¬ 
standable, for it takes the riches of a bank or banker to support 
a great orchestra. An orchestra, some one veiy correctly said, 
is the plaything of a king, and to become the patron saint of 
the Boston Symphony Orchestra made enormous demands upon 
Mr. Higginson's purse and generosity. He deserves all the 
affection and respect that he enjoyed. The Boston Symphony 
ls a great legacy to America. 

Yes, he loved music and he knew a great deal about it. For 
one single man to do what he did was a miracle. It was said 
he went even beyond his means in promoting that orchestra. 
Enthusiasm made him do it, and his sense of civic duty. The 
very first conductor of the Boston Symphony was Georg Hen- 
schel of England, but the real foundation work was done after 
that by Gericke. He was the most perfect driller (there is no 
better word for it) of that orchestra. He demanded perfection. 
He made it such a homogeneous body through that constant 
drilling and unceasing work. That fact was fully acknowledged 
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and appreciated by Higginson himself and the entire Boston 
public. Arthur Nikisch followed him. He was one of the 
greatest conductors of the time. I cannot indulge in too much 
praise when speaking about him. I have known many splendid 
conductors, but the closest to my heart was Arthur Nikisch, 
whom I first met in Europe. Nikisch was the conductor of the 
Boston Symphony when I came to America. His was a most 
sympathetic personality, a strong emotional interpreter for 
every kind of music. He was not a specialist, he was an all¬ 
round great musician. One could not always agree with him, 
but one was bound to recognise his absolute authority, sin¬ 
cerity, and brilliancy, in whatever he was performing. 

It was a pity that he had to leave the Boston Symphony, 
which was so successful under his baton. He disagreed in some 
respects with Major Higginson, and that was most unfortunate. 
He, Higginson, made great sacrifices to establish and maintain 
that orchestra. For many years he paid all the deficits. He stood 
by it until the end of his life, but he and Nikisch had some 
difference. I never could learn what it was, there was some 
serious misunderstanding and as a consequence, Nikisch left, 
and was immediately invited to Budapest as a director of the 
Opera in the Hungarian capital. It was the greatest enjoyment 
for me to play with him at the Boston Symphony concerts, and 
I had that enjoyment again in Leipzig, where I played with him 
several times in later years. 

To be quite frank, I must add here that the very highest satis¬ 
faction I derived when playing with the orchestra was when I 
played with Karl Muck. He followed Nikisch as conductor of 
the Boston Symphony. He was an ideal accompanist. It was 
simply indescribable, the perfection of his accompaniment. It 
was something quite exceptional. He had such sympathy with 
the soloist, and he always tried first of all to give the soloist the 
fullest satisfaction. When the war came, and America entered 
it, there was great criticism of Muck and he was finally put in 
some prison or concentration camp until the close of the war. 
He could not hide his feelings then, which were pro-German 
naturally. I don't think this belongs here, still . . . 

As my first American tour drew to a close I was more and 
more fatigued, and anxious to get home. My one idea was to 
give as soon as possible the eighty recitals and return to Europe. 
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I suffered so much through overwork and in consequence an 
unbearable pain in my arm, and then, there w'ere other things, 
too, that came to torment me. The w'hole business and financial 
side of my tour w'as very' difficult. Mr. Tretbar had sold a great 
many of the concerts to various agents throughout the country, 
but not to my advantage, decidedly not. When I looked through 
the list of all the concerts he had arranged, I saw' among them 
recitals and even orchestral appearances sold at only $200 
each. I was appalled! How was it possible for me to make 
any additional money through such an unfair arrangement? 
But there it was. The contracts were already made. I had to 
accept them. Nevertheless, it was an added discouragement. 

I played in Philadelphia for the small sum of $300, an or¬ 
chestral concert with the hall packed. Such a small sum was 
unheard of even for an unknown artist, and I was not unknown 
then. In fact, it w r as on the strength of my reputation and 
those great successes in Paris and London that I was engaged 
to come to America. But to repeat, I was under contract— 
there was nothing I could do. Nothing. 

I had to go to Chicago for two concerts. I played in the 
Auditorium on the New Year’s Eve 1891-1892, and on New 
ear s Day, before a packed house, all for the same ridiculous 
su ™- Theodore Thomas was the conductor of the orchestra. 

That was a very impressive concert for me, because I had 
heard so much about Thomas and his activities in America. I 
looked forward with eagerness to playing with him, but my 
time, owing to the contracts made by Tretbar for so many 
concerts in quick succession, w’as so taken up that I did not 
arrive in time even to rehearse with Thomas. I reached Chicago 
ln the morning, and at 2.30 that same day had to play with the 
orchestra—another terrible experience and strain added to the 
list of them. I had never seen the hall, never heard the 
orchestra, and had never even seen Thomas himself, and it was 
first appearance in Chicago. However, all went well. Just 
t’tore the concert, I was closeted in my dressing-room, alone 
an d anxious. Thomas began the concert with the usual sym¬ 
phony, and after it was finished, as I stood awaiting my en¬ 
trance, I saw 7 a gentleman with a little wig hurrying from the 
platform, looking eagerly around him. Paderewski! Where 
is Paderewski?” he cried. " Where is Paderewski?” 
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,, Here I am,” I answered and stepped forward to meet him. 

Well,” he said, " I am very glad to know you.” 

Tii 6 sh ° oli hands. “ And I am delighted to see you, Mr. 
Ihomas.” Then, without further ado or delay, he put his hand 
on my shoulder and said, “ Well, come, let’s go and play,” 
ict he turned quickly and we walked on to the platform to¬ 
gether. That was all. It was really remarkable—no fuss, no 
uelay, just “ Let's go and play.” Nothing more. But one had 
immediate confidence in him. He was a splendid conductor, 
wiin authority and refinement and intuition. A real musician, 
musician by the grace of God. It was a tremendous impres- 
_° n ^ ma -de u Pon me. The audience was huge—4000 people 
s 13 hall. At that time it was the largest audience I had 
ever had. Since then I have had audiences perhaps three or 
*°ur times that size before me, but at that time it made a stupen¬ 
dous impression. It was a great thrill. 

Well, after the concert, we spoke together, Thomas and I, 
m the dressing room, and I must say that Thomas loved me at 
once. It was love at first sight on the part of both of us. He had 
"J wonderful support and friend to me that day. He asked 
wifhrmT , tWW ^ ^ are d risk my appearance at a first concert 
wnnlH a a earsa I« without even knowing him or what he 
. ow hpd I the faith and courage to attempt it? I 
• p ,? , " m txaight from the heart the only answer I could 
T ' . 1 vvas Slm ply an instinct,” I said, “ I knew, absolutely 
v._ eW ’ T 1 wuuid he all right. Although I had never seen you I 
knew I could trust you.” 

■ ' 15 greatly touched, I saw, and pleased. " I shall never 

h » . he said, putting his hand on my shoulder. " I 
shall never forget it.” 

f r j^j ,JI P as was another real friend from that moment, another 
ex f . 0 cou nt on. It was a high-water mark in my American 

cernerl 6 > CeS ’ an< ^ as ^ ar as public and the press were con- 
- eo 1 was a success. That made me very happy, too, for 

Mer S £- We11 “ ' 

recital tb Ca ^° ^ wen * Milwaukee and played my first two 

$2' o f ere ‘ h was the same old story. I received only 

come ( ?, eac ^ 1 rec ifah But there was something still worse to 
re > i • *° re hirn to Chicago, where I was booked for three 

* 1 a s In one week and each one sold for $500. These recitals 
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were extremely well attended, the house sold for at least $3000 ! 
Why ? It is very easy to understand, because the local agent in 
Chicago, who shall be nameless, a man who had heard me in 
both Paris and London, came to Tretbar even before I arrived 
in New York and secured these three recitals for this ridiculous 
sum. It was altogether a disastrous and shocking experience to 
me at that time. It distressed me deeply. It was especially 
hard at that moment because I suffered dreadfully in addition 
with my arms, and my hands were so tired—and getting more 
so all the time. Only a pianist with a large reputation can 
realise what it means to play, for instance, eight performances 
in three weeks. When one is just beginning his career, the 
academic side of the performance must be absolutely correct, 
and that correctness is very dearly bought always, because it 
means continuous practice. At that time I often worked seven¬ 
teen hours a day. I allowed myself just an hour for my meals 
and only six hours for sleep. Ah, that was hard labour and I 
felt it, not only then and immediately, but forty years after¬ 
wards, and I can say now that I am still feeling the effects of 
those superhuman efforts. 

I had already played in all the important cities, but in many 
of the smaller places my first appearance, naturally, was not 
attended by large audiences. Suddenly there came a change. 
It happened in Portland, Maine. Although it was my first 
appearance, I saw, to my amazement, the hall completely filled. 
There w'as actually a demonstration, up to that moment un¬ 
known by me. Practically the entire audience rushed behind 
the platform to shake hands with me. It was a crowd of about 
1000 people, and every one shook hands so cordially that after 
that experience my right hand was swollen twice its size. 

I was greatly surprised at all this, and when I inquired the 
cause of such a reception and such a large audience at my first 
appearance, I was told that it was due to an extraordinary 
publicity I had just received through the Century Magazine, at 
that time edited by my friend Richard Watson Gilder. In the 
last issue there had been a poem by him called, " How 
Paderewski Plays.” It made quite a sensation. There was also 
a long article by the eminent pianist and teacher. Doctor William 
Mason, who was at that time recognised as the first pedagogue 
in America. 


AMERICA 


227 


But, however pleasant and gratifying (and they were gratify- 
those little progresses of my career, I have, unfortunately, 
to confess that it did not make me feel very happy at that mo- 
me nt, as I was suffering too much. The pain in my right hand 
and arm was increasing. There was a reason for this. Steinway 
pianos, universally recognised as the most marvellous instru¬ 
ments in the world, had a certain peculiarity which was rather 
dangerous for concert players. Their action at that time w'as 
extremely heavy and fatiguing. I realised this must be changed. 
The Steinways were willing to do everything in their power to 
comply with my wishes, but their workmen, w'ho already had 
a certain routine, were the decided enemies of any change or 
any innovation. They fought it. 

I immediately complained of this fault to the Steinways and 
they said it would be changed at once. But it was not c han ged 
because the workmen refused to accept my criticism. Every 
one of those workmen, the regulators especially, was an expert 
and an authority in his own way. They were convinced that 
fh a V h6y were doing must be accepted as perfection; that 
I 7 + n ad *°. a< ^ a Pt themselves to the wishes of a mere artist, 
e artist should adapt himself to the piano. They res- 
Perttd my cndcfcm-and ignored it. 

mm ' , WaS V j ry ^ ar d because the actual physical strength re- 
it w 0 Produce a very big tone from a Steinway piano, as 
, . a en ’ v, i f almost beyond the power of any artist. The 
I - a ? f S / rrific ‘ * realised early in my tour that something 
. a 0 f 56 done, and so the controversy began and it meant con- 
, ai ^kting. But finally I had my way and the action was 
c anged on the pianos used by me only. It was a great victory 
lit th 5 end, but what a struggle to attain ! My piano then, with 
it beauty and power, became gradually quite docile, and 
my intimate relation to the instrument was most enjoyable. It 
w no longer my enemy; I no longer had to fight with it— 
we were friends. 


This change was made during my tour and the relief afforded 
me was tremendous. Then, suddenly, shortly after the settle- 
11 lent of our difficulties, disaster befell me through an accident 
m which I am still suffering to this day. I remember that 
]ust before my recital in Rochester there was an interim of four 
r ve days when there were no concerts at all. It was a bless- 
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ing. Then came the Rochester recital on a bitter cold night in 

mid-winter. 

I had to go directly from the train to the hall and start my 
recital. As usual, I struck two or three opening chords—when 
suddenly, something broke in my arm! A terrific pain—an 
agony—followed. I had the feeling that I must run from the 
platform, that I would never be able to play again. Of course, 
I mastered the feeling in a second, because I realised that it 
would be disastrous for me to do such a thing. But in such 
dreadful moments one sees everything black. I thought it was 
the end of everything—that my career was over, because some¬ 
thing very serious, I knew, had happened to my arm. It be¬ 
came suddenly very stiff and the pain was indescribable. But 
somehow I held myself together and began the playing of 
Beethoven's Appassionata. How I got through it I shall never 
be able to tell you. It was one of the miracles that an artist is 
sometimes able to perform. I had ceased to be able to think; 

I could only feel the pain which gripped me completely, and 
to add to it all was a great bewilderment. What had happened ? 

I could not understand. It was one of my excellent pianos that 
I was playing; there was nothing wrong with it until this acci¬ 
dent. But there was a reason, as I soon found out. The piano, 
it seems, had been sent to the factory for several days, and one 
of the regulators, not aware of the importance of the action 
agreeable to me, changed that action completely, restored it 
to its former stiffness, and the piano was put back, I may say, 
into its original condition—just as it was before I won my fight 
to have this fault remedied. The regulator, poor man, thought 
it was all for the best. He could not realise that what he so 
carelessly did might have cost me my career. 

After the concert I went immediately to a physician. He said 
I had torn and strained some tendons in my arm and injured 
seriously my finger, and the condition was extremely grave. 

“ There is nothing I can do for you,” he said. “ You must 
rest. There is nothing else that will help you—nothing.” 

But I cannot rest. I have still many more concerts,” I 
answered. I was in despair. I had concerts to give almost every 
day and on some occasions concerts in the afternoon and eve¬ 
ning. So I could not rest; I could not stop. I must go on like 
one in a. trap—on and on. 
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In every place I went I had first of all to find a physician 
to treat my finger just before the concert because by then, it 
would not move at all. The agony was indescribable. It was a 
great danger that I risked in playing, a risk that every physician 
warned me against. But I took it, because out of all that black¬ 
ness there was just one ray of light to sustain me—I was near¬ 
ing the end of my tour. I thought of only one thing then, to be 
able to finish the tour. That I must do. 

By that time I had become accustomed to the constant and 
terrific pain in my arm and I had also learned to play with four 
fingers only, of my right hand, and to adjust my will and nerves 
to the ordeal of going through an almost daily public perfor¬ 
mance, with the knowledge that each concert brought me nearer 
my release. 

Upon my return to New York I had to give a group of re¬ 
citals with some new programmes. Then came numerous de¬ 
mands from various cities for additional recitals. Mr. William 
Steinway, realising that through the sale of my concerts at a 
very cheap price a great wrong had been done me, said, “ Now, 
Paderewski, you are going to give these extra concerts and we 
will pay all expenses—everything. It shall be clear gain for 
you. That will be our small contribution to reward you for what 
was, I am sorry to say, badly managed at the beginning of 
your tour.” 

Y ell, that was noble and very beautiful. Old V* illiam Stein¬ 
way was a wonderful man. This unexpected offer at that mo¬ 
ment seemed to me the kind hand of Fate. I realised fully the 
seriousness of my condition. I felt, as did the physicians, the t 
I might never play again. Perhaps it was the end of my career. 
In those black moments life seemed to have stopped. > /h t 
was I to do? I was defenceless. These extra concerts (a 
if I could give them) meant something to help my incapacity. 
I made up my mind to go through with it. T do not know how 
I did it. I used hot water, massage, electricity, and everything 
to nurse and galvanise into life my dead finger. After the 
electricity, the finger would move very slightly, but I was not 
in command of it. It was always an agony. But I gave the 
concerts, nevertheless (about twenty-seven in all), and I made 
much more than in all the preceding ones. I made a veiy 
large sum of money and I was thankful. 
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And then an important, touching thing happened. After the 
last recital, Mr. Tretbar came to me and said, " Well, Paderew¬ 
ski, before we say good-bye, I must apologise for everything I 
have done which was wrong. I see my mistake now. I admire 
you and I love you, and I am your loyal friend." And so he 
remained, until his last days, devoted and helpful and so affec¬ 
tionate to me. Later on, when I had a little misunderstanding 
with one of the members of the Steinway family, it was Tretbar 
who was the first to protest. He was my good friend. 

My first tour became a long series of concerts, 107 in all, and 
before it was over I was asked to return the following season. 

So it all ended very happily, and I looked forward with great 
hope to my return to America. But it was a hope that wavered 
and sometimes went out in the face of my disaster. I knew that 
I faced a difficult recovery, but how slow' and how difficult I 
did not fully realise, fortunately, at that moment. The w'ork was 
over, the harness dropped from my shoulders, and I rejoiced at 
my success and the thought of returning. It made me very 
happy. I already loved America. 

There is a great deal that I would say about those early days, 
almost fifty years ago. America made a profound impression 
upon me then, though a bewildering one at first. The United 
States is a country? of immense, unimaginable richness and 
variety. There is so much natural beauty; the country contains 
wonders of nature and practically an unlimited number of 
attractions: mountains, valleys, bays, harbours, canyons—its 
beauties and wonders are really countless. And yet, to a 
foreigner travelling in America forty? or fifty years ago, who 
confined himself to visiting only cities and towns, it would 
appear a very ugly country, indeed. 

The change is now something glorious. But at that time, 
when I first came to America, outside of a few cities like Boston, 
for instance, and beautiful cities like Washington, with those 
splendid monuments, those wide, open streets—it is one of the 
most beautiful places on earth—the whole country was dirty 
and disorderly. Wherever you w?ent, the places were dirty. 
There was so much carelessness. The people's minds were pre¬ 
occupied with other things. On the railway lines, the landscape, 
when it was not strikingly beautiful by the will of God, was 
absolutely exasperating and disgraceful by the awkwardness of 
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j nan - Not the mining camps, but the farms. There were many 
cities then, and the villages were not villages in our 
European sense of the word; they were towns, or small cities 
Perhaps I should say. 

There is no peasant class in America, but there are many? 
oreigners, and the foreigners were thinking only about making 
money, and did not care at all about beautifying their homes or 
doing anything, apparently, to improve what they had received. 
In America, the foreigner does not do what he is obliged to do 
in his own country. He has little respect for the privileges 
allowed him. From the moment he touches American shores he 
feels himself “ free," and often with very tragic results to the 
country that has opened its doors to him. This is a deep subject 
which we can only touch upon, but the contrasts in America, 
as I first saw it, were very striking—beauties of nature and the 
hideousness of man, so to speak, side by side. There was never 
anything done to beautify the places people lived in; no flowers 
m the windows, few gardens, even in the towns where there was 
plenty of room for gardens. But now it is quite changed. For 
instance, such places as Springfield, Massachusetts, which 
new as a small unattractive place at the beginning of my 
m X ^ 2 ’ * s now a lovely city with beautiful buildings. 
t° ^ m p/-° n ’ *?°’ ]S a charming place. Another town, St. 

Se ^ ’ 'yssouri, which I knew in 1892 as an ugly village, is 
now a perfectly charming residential city, and many other places 
10UM mention have been completely transformed, 
pon arrival, the country? impressed me as being gigantic, of 
-° ossal resources, with enormous possibilities and with an 
energetic, enterprising, and laborious population. Every one 
seemed to be thinking of nothing else but enriching himself. It 
was an atmosphere of intense competition, of continuous effort, 
and of speed—speed, speed, even then. Nearly every one was 
thinking and speaking about money. And yet, at the same time 
so generous! I know it better perhaps than many other 
people. 

Naturally, that ambition exercised a strong influence upon 
me * I wanted to make money, too, and I had some excuse. I 
was not rich myself, my family was poor, and my country was 
poor. I wanted to help them all, especially my country, and 
ln a certain way, very modestly, I did, years later. 
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But it would be very wrong to draw out of my words the 
conclusion that the United States is a materialistic country, 
course, many people are convinced that Americans are . 
ested only in money, and that the cost of a thing impresses them 
much more than its beauty, that the money value is the note 
to stress with Americans, that the dollar is the one thing 
worship—the thing they most want to hear about. Like the 
guide at St. Peter’s Basilica in Rome, who, when showing 
American visitors the beauty of the place, felt constrained 
say every few minutes, “ That, ladies and gentlemen, cost so 
many thousands of dollars.” I protest that—really, nothing 
can be more unfair, although there is a certain amount of truth 
in it, just enough to make the point of argument. 

Of course, there are some people for whom the value o 
thing is to be expressed only in figures, but that quality i 
confined to Americans alone. My experience has taught me that 
there is more idealism in America than anywhere else on the 
-/lobe. I have known people who spent all their lives making a 
fortune, and after years of effort and privation,, when they 
reached their aim, spent in one moment all the fruits of a long 
and laborious life for an ideal. That is perfectly true, and I have 
not found in any other country such an enormous percentage 
of people who, through their individual gifts, advanced progress 
and culture or supported charitable institutions, as in America. 

One has only to think of those marvellous institutions estab¬ 
lished by such men as Andrew Carnegie and Rockefellei to 
realise this glorious truth. The universities that have been 
established by Stanford, Hopkins, and Eastman and many other 
institutions endowed by private individuals; the Morgan Libn ry 
and the marvellous museums-all through America they are 
scattered with amazing lavishness. But the institutions of Car¬ 
negie and Rockefeller deserve especial mention, for they are 
really colossal in their wealth and importance and benefit to 
mankind, not only in America, but throughout the entire world. 

I never met Rockefeller the senior, but I did know his son, 
Tohn I s Jr., who is carrying on with princely magnificence 
and vision the great work of the Rockefeller Foundation, started 
bv his father But I knew personally and intimately Andrew 
Cameeie whom I have already talked about. I was with him 
a STaf many times, not only in New York, but in Scotland and 
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in a place near Tunbridge Wells, where he had hired a beautiful 
old estate, and I spent vacations there for several years. He was 
stimulating mentally and I was constantly struck with his quick¬ 
ness and ingenuity and shrewdness in seeing so clearly every 
side of a situation. He used to ask me repeatedly then to make 
him my banker. He wanted to help me safeguard my earnings, 
but I was a little too proud. Had I been older and wiser, I 
should have accepted his offer. I am sorry now I did not do 
it, because I should have been much better off if I had. 

The progress accomplished in the United States in a very short 
time in the way of art and science is chiefly due to the munifi- 


ocnce or uiose American millionaires—tnose pioneers ot pro¬ 
gress, shall we call them ? In many places, orchestral concerts 
were established only by that means, not only in Boston, 
Chicago and Philadelphia, but in many less important cities like 
Pittsburgh, St. Louis, Cleveland, Detroit, Los Angeles, and San 
Francisco. Baltimore is now going to have a permanent 
orchestra, I hear. And Rochester, too, has a small, admirable 
one, owing to the generosity of Eastman. He built a conserva- 

ty for music there which is excellent in all its departments, I 
understand. 


M ,° ' w ^° founded the Curtis Institute in Philadelphia, where 
a ame Sembrich taught the last years of her life and Josef 
o mann is now teaching, and the Juilliard Institute in New 
01 j \i a great musical institution—such magnificent giving is 
A pically American. That kind of public spirit is to be found in 
01 te places in England, but very rarely on the European conti- 
nt, extremely rarely. Rich people in Europe generally keep 
their money without much thought of the community. There is 
es ? °f this particular kind of civic duty and responsibility. 

was always told before coming to the United States that the 
American public was very fickle. That is the expression they 
' • But I did not find it so myself. In my own experience I 

ounci a certain fidelity and attachment from the beginning. All 
" l - American friends have remained true to me and have never 
changed. They form some of the strongest ties of my life. 

Munificent giving has become almost an institution in Amer- 
lca, which seems to be a country of institutions. There are a 
t ' at many, and some of them are quite unique. The boot- 
clacks, for instance—they also are an institution. We have 
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nothing like them in all Europe. They are characteristic of the 
American people, who, in my opinion, in spite of their great 
energy, are not fond of manual work. Perhaps that explains 
why they develop machinery to such an extent. There is prac¬ 
tically no servant class in America in the sense that we have 
servants in Europe, also due to the democratic spirit. The best 
servants in the rich American families are Europeans. 

Still, in spite of your marvellous mechanical inventions and 
luxuries, one misses very much certain little comforts and con¬ 
veniences that are part of every-day life in Europe. One cannot 
have service (in the sense I mean) in America, but although 
one easily gets accustomed to it, one never ceases to miss it. 

Although you have so little service, you still have a certain 
chivalrous attitude towards women. When one enters a lift, for 
instance, and there are only men, suddenly a woman, maybe a 
cook, appears, and every man takes off his hat. That is very 
nice, I think; it always pleased me greatly. 

But perhaps I must now qualify this statement, I am sorry to 
say. Years ago this was almost universally true, but now there 
is, indeed, a marked change in the attitude of men towards 
women, and I must say of women towards men. Yes, a great 
change, and it is universal, though perhaps more noticeable in 
America, that land of violent contrasts, than anywhere else. It 
is felt that this has come about since general suffrage and since 
the war. W 7 oman appears now as a competitor, taking away 
man’s occupations but at the same time wanting the same privi¬ 
leges and consideration as before. And there is the trouble. 
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Audiences, and a Political Detour 

I 

As you see, America made a profound impression on me, and I 
was already looking forward eagerly to my return the following 
season. I sailed for Europe at the end of my first tour prepared 
to rest and find myself again, to cure the fourth finger, if pos¬ 
sible, and be rid of the agonising pain. I confidently expected 
that the rest would permit me to recuperate all my forces and 
be ready for the second tour at the end of September, 1892. 
Unfortunately, that was an illusion because the pain in my arm 
and fourth finger continued with increasing intensity. I was still 
under contract for two concerts in London, and although I knew 
the risk was very great, and against all doctors’ advice, I played 
these concerts in spite of the danger. Necessity and ambition 
carried me through somehow, with the assistance of youth. 

I went to London and gave a recital there and was also en¬ 
gaged by Mr. William Waldorf Astor for two big ! at homes.” 
He had taken a beautiful house in London and moved 
permanently to England. These musicals of his were always 
the sensation of the London season. The most celebrated artists 
were engaged. It must have cost him an enormous sum of 
money and, of course, the most aristocratic society and the most 
distinguished visitors were invited to attend these functions. 
Members of the royal family and foreign sovereigns were fre¬ 
quently among the guests. The particularity of these events (as 
regards myself) was that all the other artists were changed every 
year, but for eight or nine years I was engaged each season. 

Mr. Astor was a prince among hosts, and I preserve a truly 
affectionate memory of his personality, and of his family, too. 
In his house the guests were always quiet, and as attentive as 
in a concert hall. It was a joy to play there. That happens so 
rarely and only a few times has it been my privilege to have 
such an experience in a private house. 
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I have already told you of that lovely house in Santa Barbara, 
Mrs. Bliss’s, where the atmosphere was so beautiful. There was 
always absolute silence and the audience really enjoyed the 
music—they came for that purpose and showed it and I felt it. 
And it was the same with those tremendous gatherings in Mr. 
Astor's house in London, in Carlton House Terrace. He 
received the people at the top of the staircase, and remained 
behind the audience watching carefully whether they behaved 
well or not. He imposed silence on his audiences, and I found 
it so remarkable. He did not invite people to come for pleasant 
little conversations with each other—but to hear music. Neither 
did he allow the artist disturbed and the programme interrupted 
as so frequently happens in a private house. Gracious host that 
he was, this rule was absolute, and I can only find myself 
repeating that he imposed silence upon his guests. So gradually 
by this method he educated at least those who were constant 
guests in his house, to listen to music with some concentration of 
mind and courtesy to the artist. As to the foreigners, they, too, 
had to learn. It is unusual for a host to do that. It was a delight 
to me always to play for Mr. Astor. You cannot say this of 
playing in many private houses. It is agonising to play when 
nobody seems to listen, and many times in the beginning of my 
career I have had that humiliating experience. 

I have in connection with this theme several more variations 
to offer you, one which we shall take time to tell now. A very 
interesting story, but it happened almost twenty years later. I 
was in South America. I played first in Rio de Janeiro, where 
I had very pleasant experiences. The concerts were good. They 
were well attended. There was a group of people in Rio and 
Sao Paulo who were attentive, cultured, and enthusiastic. This 
would have given me complete satisfaction ordinarily, but I 
was not feeling well at that time. I was rather nervously ex¬ 
hausted, and when I reached Buenos Aires I had to remain there 
for several weeks. During that time I went to several concerts. 
In each of these concerts I, to my surprise and horror, noticed 
something which made me think that I could not really stay 
there. I could not play there, I felt, because at every concert 
I had been to, the whole audience talked—talked loud and in¬ 
cessantly. And do you know why? Why this rude, incessant 
conversation was allowed during a concert? Why this con- 
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tinuous talking? The answer from their point of view is very 
simple. It is a Spanish tradition!—not to be questioned or 
criticised. Just accepted. 

In Spain, society life begins in concerts or at the opera, it 
seems. They do not give receptions, but they receive in their 
boxes! All the richest and most fashionable people of the city 
go from box to box, greeting each other, having conversations 
and holding little soirees, while the performance is going on. 

It was so terrifying to me that I said to myself, * No, I can¬ 
not play here. It is impossible.” I was about to cancel my 
concerts when by some accident I met a most charming lady, 
Madame de Castex, in Buenos Aires. A beautiful person. These 
people in South America, especially in the Argentine, are more 
exclusive than any aristocracy in the world, and consequently 
they think that an artist is just a hired entertainer, who should 
be treated kindly, of course, but just as a paid servant. So they 
were greatly surprised and not at all pleased to meet me in 
society at first. It happened in this way. No one came to pay 
me a visit (which was unusual) or paid the slightest attention 
to me, except this charming Madame de Castex, who very 
graciously invited me to a luncheon. I accepted, of course, and 
realised on arrival that it was a decided surprise to the other 
guests to find me there. They could thin k of me only at the 
piano! But they had to accept me, naturally, and follow the 
lead of the popular hostess, who said very graciously, ” Oh, 
Mr. Paderewski, it is a great honour to have you with us, and 
we rejoice so much to know that you are giving six recitals 
here. That is delightful,” she smiled at me—and we are all 
anticipating the event keenly.” . 

” Ah, Madame,” I answered quickly, “ you are very ■ d 
but I do not know positively yet whether you will hear me in 
those six recitals. Probably you will not hear me in even one 
recital! Yes, it is quite likely that you will not hear me at all. 

She stared at me in astonishment. " Oh, Mr. Paderewski, 
why do you say that ? What do you mean ? ” 

I mean, Madame,” I answered, that I do not know 
whether I shall be able to play in your beautiful city or not. 
Great sensation among those present. Absolute silence ! 

“ But you surely don’t mean that. Why? Why? Tell me. 
I insist.” Madame de Castex fairly hurled her questions at me. 
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“ Because,” I said very quietly, “ I would not be able to 
accept your way of treating artists, and concerts in general. 
Consternation among the guests! After a moment Madame de 
Castex recovered herself and said, “ But Mr. Paderewski, I do 
not understand. What do you mean by that? We adore music. 
We go to every concert. You surely must have some good 
reason for making such a statement.” 

‘‘ I have. A very good reason—the best of reasons. I do not 
play when the audience is talking.” 

She turned absolutely pale. “ Oh,” she said, you mean 

you-” she could not go on, so I continued this painful 

dialogue. 

“ If any one talked during the first piece I played I should 
simply bow to the audience and leave the stage. If I am asked 
why I do not play, I shall simply answer ‘ I play only before 
audiences who listen to music and not to their own talking.’ 

There were a few minutes then of absolute silence; no one 
seemed to breathe. The air was heavy with horror! Then sud¬ 
denly Madame de Castex rose and in a very loud and excited 
voice said, “ Well, you are going to play here, Mr. Paderewski, 
and you will enjoy your playing here too, because we want to 
hear you. It is an honour to have you, and we shall respect 
your wishes. I promise you that.” 

That was a reassuring moment for me, and I was naturally 
much affected by it, and gratified too. The luncheon was in a 
perfect hubbub instantly, all talking at once. 

Although I had great faith in my hostess, I did not feel so 
very sure that she would be able to do all she had promised. A 
few days later came my first concert. With a feeling of uncer¬ 
tainty and great apprehension, I appeared on the platform. I 
was greeted most graciously, even enthusiastically, and I said 
to myself, " So far all's well, but will they talk or not? My 
decision is made, however. I shall stop if they begin to talk. 
Perhaps I shall not actually leave the platform, but I shall at 
least stop playing at once.” 

Well, I had not to stop ! I played my entire concert through 
in complete silence. Not even a whisper was to be heard. It 
was a marvellous audience. I do not know whether I have ever 
had a better one in that respect. I played eight concerts instead 
of six, and every one was a real enjoyment. That is still a great 
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memory for me. And Madame de Castex was responsible for it 
11 . She, herself, went from house to house literally. She made 
a regular campaign of it. I heard afterward from one of her 
friends whom she attacked on the subject, that Madame de 
Castex assured her that if any one talked during the concert, 
the whole contract would be cancelled immediately, and worse 
still, it would appear as an absolute scandal in Buenos Aires. 

Why,” she said, we shall be the laughing-stock of the whole 
musical world. Telegrams will be sent abroad that Buenos Aires 
is such an unmusical community and so stupid and impolite 
tui Paderewski was unable to play his concerts there. He was 
a-tmliy obliged to leave the platform because the audience 
talked incessantly through his playing. Can we let such a thing 
as that,” she cried, ” happen here? Impossible. We must 
show Mr. Paderewski that we are really the most attentive and 
courteous audience in the whole world.” That was the edict that 
went forth. It was masterly. 

Tht only place, I think, where people were not brought to 
silence (even in spite of my frequent interrupting of their con¬ 
versation) was in Paris. They were really the most unruly 
audiences of all. I do not know whether it was due to the fact 
,!f l n ^ >ar ^ s these at homes” were so cosmopolitan, or 
” * lc r they were specially unmusical; but whatever the reason, 

1 was very unpleasant for the artist. So I stopped early in my 
C reer Playing in private houses. In the beginning it was 
necessary, but as soon as I could do without them, I was glad 
to stop. 


II 

And now I am going to make an abrupt change of subject. 
>pe these many and devious detours will add a little colour 
charm to the musical part of our narrative. It is of politics 
a * I want to speak at the moment. As you know, I have 
ways been deeply interested in politics and welcomed every 
occasion that brought me in contact with British statesmen, and 
roet then most of the distinguished and important men in the 
Political life of England. This began even with my second 
London season. They remain a vivid strand through the years. 
P.M. Q 
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Later on, when war rocked the world, their friendship 
was a bulwark. They belong to this period of my life and I 
must speak about them now—as I knew them in the beginning. 

And first of all, let me tell you a little about Asquith. I knew 
him well. I went frequently to his house to dine and lunch. 
Asquith was a very highly educated man, a man evidently with 
a b rillian t future ahead of him. When I first knew him he was 
a member of Parliament and he was, of course, a Liberal. He 
was very intriguing to me, perhaps for the reason that my 
interest in politics was very keen, even then. I was always 
studying the conditions of my own country, and consequently 
of other countries in relation to mine. What impressed me very 
greatly then was the fact that when I was in the society oi 
Liberals, for instance, I usually met, among the guests. Con¬ 
servatives, living on friendly terms and even displaying friend¬ 
ship and affection for each other. I was not accustomed to see 
such thing s on the Continent. Quite the contrary. For instance, 
one of the guests whom I saw several times at Mr. Asquith's 
house was Arthur James Balfour, who was the head of the 
Opposition each time that Asquith was Prime Minister. 

Balfour—what precious memories Balfour and his unfailing 
friendship stir in me. I met him first years before the war, and 
I found him one of the most remarkable and charming of men, 
of the very highest culture, a gifted writer, a brilliant conver¬ 
sationalist, and so cultivated in his opinions and tastes. He had 
an interest in everything—in painting, in writing, in music, and 
was universally informed about many things, which very fre¬ 
quently is not the case with political men. One of the traits of 
his character that was so sympathetic to everybody was his 
extreme generosity and his sense of justice. I can only say that 
he was the first man during the Great War from whose lips I 
heard encouraging words concerning ray own country. 

I visited him several times. I was invited to luncheons and 
dinners with him at his London house. We had many serious 
conversations and we talked of all the things under the sun, 
including politics, of course, and he was a most informing and 
erudite man. Often we talked philosophy, too, which has always 
interested me enormously. I was surprised then at his intimate 
knowledge of different philosophical schools, especially of cer¬ 
tain German philosophers. Shortly after one of these discussions. 



At the turn of the century. 
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he sent me his own remarkable little book —The Foundations 
of Belief. I still have it in my possession. 

His philosophy of life ? you ask. It is difficult to put it in a 
few words. I would not say he was a pessimist; far from it, for 
being so just, and many-sided, and clear, he never rejected 
anything without first studying it, and he always tried to dis¬ 
cover something good in everything. That was the most pro¬ 
nounced manifestation of his sense of justice. I agree to the 
desire of the human heart to find good in every one. But one 
cannot fail to realise in the course of generations, that humanity 
is not progressing all the time—far from it. In spite of all our 
great inventions and discoveries, I do not think precisely that 
we are progressing now. We are not in the Dark Ages, in the 
sense of the Middle Ages (after the downfall of the Roman 
Empire) when a great darkness came; still, we are certainly 
declining at this moment. This period is, to a certain extent, 
decadence. 

Balfour and I frequently had long talks on this subject. And 
must repeat, his sense of justice was always his dominant note. 
_f * s also a strong English characteristic. I always feel the 
nglish quite different from other peoples, markedly different, 
t is strange how that little strip of water separating them from 
t e Comment makes all that difference. They are different in 
every respect. In clothes, for instance, to start with. And it is 
not only human beings. Animals are different, horses are differ- 
y‘ r dogs are different, all kinds of domestic animals are different, 
i on can see in England dogs which you never see except on rare 
occasions on the Continent—of better breed and sounder. Well- 
f ■ an d much better taken care of. Wonderful horses and 
wonderful cows—those Jersey cows, those Shorthorn cows for 
example. And then other animals too—even pigs are cleaner and 
1 ^er condition. And Southdown sheep—and poultry, 
very thing is different—in many respects better. 

° u ; an travel from Calais to Moscow without seeing very 
f deference * n the countryside, except in cleanliness. The 
. r ^ as t you go, the dirtier and more squalid things are, not 
n . mrnan beings, but everything. But the moment you have 
™f Se d the English Channel, you find quite different conditions 
y C aspect of everything changes completelv. 
es ’ * a gree when you tell me you have a feeling of security 
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in England, particularly now when all Europe is walking a tight¬ 
rope. It is quite understandable that you should feel that, be¬ 
cause you are also of the English race and speak the English 
language. But that feeling of security is felt by every one who 
goes there, irrespective of nationality. It is quite true, yes, there 
is law and order, there is a quiet order—they obey in England. 
There is no obedience in America, none—with its vast, mixed 
population and its seething cauldron of restless people from 
every country in the world. The English, on the contrary, are 
a law-abiding people and not only law-abiding, but there is 
something in England and the English character which is above 
even that, and that is the social instinct. They realise and prac¬ 
tise civic duty. Wherever there are English people, there order 
is preserved. They respect the law. 

The English have still another marked characteristic—once 
your friend, always your friend. They may be longer in accept¬ 
ing you, but once you are accepted you remain for ever installed 
in their hearts. How true this is! I think at this moment 
particularly of two dear friends. Sir George and Lady Lewis. 
Their friendship lasted from the beginning of my knowing them 
to the very end. Theirs was one of the most hospitable houses 
in London. She was very artistic in her tastes, and there was 
always a great gathering there of artists, especially musicians, 
because she belonged herself to a very musical family. Their 
house was the constant meeting place of the most distinguished 
personalities. A little world of its own in the heart of London. 
It seemed to me that I entered another dimension whenever I 
passed through its welcoming doors. Political men of national 
importance, scientists, painters, writers, as well as all the great 
musicians of the time, came there eagerly and gave of their 
best, of their talk, of their music, their wit, their ideas, hopes 
and beliefs. It was a rare mingling of high and kindred person¬ 
alities, over which presided those gracious, incomparable hosts. 
Sir George and Lady Lewis. That house does not exist any 
more. Another bulwark, another landmark gone. The lights 
are out, the curtain down. 

The passing of that great period, the nineties, brought to a 
close a tremendous era, a flowering of all that was most beauti¬ 
ful and elegant in life. We shall not see its like again. The 
actual closing, I think, began with the death of Queen Victoria. 
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As long as she lived, all her governments tried to avoid any 
trouble, to let her enjoy, to the end, that prosperous and happy 
reign. It was a mighty one, and her Jubilee in 1897 was a tre¬ 
mendous outpouring of expression of affection and magnificence. 

I was at the Queen’s Jubilee and it was a wonderful sight 
of a splendour hardly to be imagined. I saw the great pageant, 
that procession of all the vassals of the Empire, the Maharajahs, 
the Governors of Dominions, and Prime Ministers, all following 
the carriage of the Queen. One of the greatest impressions I 
ever experienced was when I saw that magnificent display of 
riches, especially on the part of the Indian Maharajahs. It was 
marvellous. They wore all their jewels—they seemed clothed 
in jewels. Such gorgeous emeralds of a fire and brilliance that 
was simply dazzling even in that procession of blazing gems. 

The Maharajahs at the Queen’s Jubilee were certainly a high 
point of that impressive occasion. The Queen, herself, rode in 
an open carriage; she looked so small, so frail, so tired, but still 
very majestic—that was one of her qualities. Little and old as 
she was then, the power and majesty of Queen Victoria was 
unquestionable. It seemed even to increase with her years. 
She rode in her carriage that day and wore her crown. The 
carriage was open so that every one of her loyal subjects could 
see her. It was a touching occasion, and the memory of it 
still is. 

I viewed the whole glittering pageant from the balcony of a 
friend in St. James’s Street. After the Queen and the Maha¬ 
rajahs, the thing that impressed me most was the bagpipe player 
marching in the very front of the whole tremendous procession. 
He practically opened the parade. Nothing could have been 
raore beautiful and more picturesque. The leader of those 
Scotsmen was a giant—he was nearly seven feet tall and was 
specially selected for that occasion. In spite of that huge body, 
he was graceful in form and had remarkable beauty. That 
!'lendid vital figure is still before me, perhaps even more than 
those gorgeously dressed Maharajahs, adorned with their price- 
css jewels. I see him—more beautiful than the others—walking 
, ^ an( i playing his pipes. It was thrilling! 
fhu Queen’s Jubilee was a great gesture on the part of her 
su jects at the rounding out of her reign. She was always a 
Potent fig ure to me from the first time I had the honour of 
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meeting her. A year before her death she sent for me and I 
played again at Windsor. She comes before my eyes and I can 
see and hear her at this moment, now as then, after all these 
years. Again I see the splendid room and the old figure in the 
wheel chair—so old and tired. She was as gracious and friendly 
as when I first played for her, and her smile was always so 
charming. I have a picture here that she gave me on that 
occasion that is very like her, except for her transforming smile 
—no camera could capture that. Physically she was short, 
stout and unromantic in appearance—morally she was a tre¬ 
mendous figure of dignity and beauty. And she still lives on in 
all her glory. Lives on, reborn in book, play and films. This 
mighty little figure still holds her place among us, and we con¬ 
tinue to bow to her sovereign qualities. 

That was an age of great figures in England. During these 
extraordinary years I met most of them. Many of them entered 
the drama of my life—many of them became my devoted 
friends. 

The Duke of Connaught was one of the people of whom I 
have such charming recollections still. I met him first in Dublin 
—he was then the Governor-General of Ireland. He was a man 
of marked courtesy and consideration, which he showed me 
very unexpectedly at that time. He was attending my concert 
in Dublin, and during the interval sent one of his aides-de-camp 
to ask me to come to his box. Such an invitation, as you 
realise, was not only an invitation, but a command as well. 
Although it is against my custom ever to speak with any one 
during my concerts, I was, naturally enough, delighted to go 
to him. Unfortunately, the theatre was constructed in such a way 
that I could not possibly reach his box except by marching down 
the centre aisle of the theatre, through the whole audience. Of 
course this I could not do, and begged to be excused on that 
account. A few minutes later the aide-de-camp came hurrying 
back and said, " Oh, Mr. Paderewski, we are sorry to have 
disturbed you, but his Royal Highness understands the situation 
perfectly and will go up for a few minutes to another box nearer 
the stage, and he can speak to you there at your convenience.” 

Ah, that was a great courtesy on his part. You see the 
graciousness and simplicity of the man. I was deeply touched 
by his consideration. I saw him many times after that and the 
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last time was at the unveiling of the Lincoln Monum n 
in London in 1920. It was a very w'et day, and just as th< 
addresses began it suddenly poured in torrents. The Duke o 
Connaught, who was standing near me, was kind enough 
say, “ Ah, Paderewski, come here, come nearer to me. You 
see I have a very large umbrella and we can both stand un< r 
it, I'm sure.” 

Lloyd George spoke at the unveiling and as usual he made a 
very fine speech. He was extremely witty. I don think 
enjoyed him as much as usual that day, because onlj a ew 
hours earlier I had visited him, and asked him or something 
that he had refused absolutely, and it was a very important 
matter to me. I was then the delegate of Poland to the Con¬ 
ference of Ambassadors in Paris, where a very serious pi obit m 
was being solved. That problem concerned my country and the 
verdict was very much against Poland. After th is, verdict I 
went directly to London and asked Lloyd George to change it, 
and he had told me very kindly and in a very friendly manner 
that it was absolutely impossible. His answer so depressed me 
that I think I was not in a very receptive mood for his speech 
a few hours later. But his speeches generally disarmed and 
charmed one because, as I have said, he was always very witty. 
There is an amusing story about something that happened dur¬ 
ing the great suffragette movement, when Mrs. Pankhurst and 
her daughter were at the helm. Lloyd George was very much 
opposed to suffrage and he fought that movement constantly 
and with some success. On one occasion there was a great m je- 
ing organised by those valiant ladies and he made a s P® e o > 
and evidently his arguments were so vigorous that one o w 
women shouted angrily, " If you were my husband, Mr, Lloy 
George, I would give you poison !” And he, quit undiTur e , 
said, " My good lady, if I were your husband, I would take 

Poison myself!” 

I saw Lloyd George very often during and after the war, 1 
that is another moment in my memoirs and comes many yt axs 
hiter. I still turn back to those early days because of the many 
important men that I met in England then. The contact with 
such statesmen was of vital interest to me over and above 
everything else, for there was always the hope at the back or 
my mind that I could sometime be useful to my country. 
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Friendships with these eminent men enlarged and enriched my 
vision and knowledge of political affairs. It has been my very 
good fortune to meet such men in many countries, particularly 
in England, before and during the war. 

Lord Rosebery was a man of whom I have pleasant and 
grateful memories. I knew him slightly at first, but it was later, 
during the war, that I approached him on a certain occasion. 
He was already old and tired, but he received me so kindly and, 
of course, agreed to what I asked. I invited him then to become 
a member of the Polish Relief Committee during the war, and 
he immediately consented. He said he would be very glad to 
serve, but I must excuse him if he did not attend all the meetings 
on account of his health and of his advanced years. He was 
most gracious. We talked about Napoleon a great deal (you 
know his hobby was Napoleon) and he had many interesting 
souvenirs of Napoleon in his house. He was very well informed 
on that subject. He wrote a book about Napoleon which is 
valuable to students. 

Both Lord Morley and Lord Haldane I met first in the early 
years. Lord Morley was another distinguished figure of that 
time. But I saw him only twice and both times at luncheon with 
Mr. Herbert Asquith, who was then Prime Minister of England. 
There is a story connected with this luncheon to come later on. 

But Lord Haldane I knew better and he was a man that I 
liked very much. He was, I think, very unjustly treated by 
some of his contemporaries after the war. Some of them con¬ 
sidered him too pro-German, which was not true. He was a 
good Englishman of Scottish origin. In a way, every person, 
American or Englishman, educated in Germany, is pro-German. 
They, the Germans, have that peculiar talent for capturing 
souls! I made my studies in Berlin as a youth, and I still pre¬ 
serve very pleasant memories of my life there—memories of the 
character of the people, of certain of their customs, habits, 
kindnesses, etc., but as to their politics—no! I am decidedly 
anti-German. But even when pronouncing those words, I am 
not precisely correct, because it is not anti -German that I am, 
but anti-Prussian, because all that is now in Germany so un¬ 
pleasant, so brutal, so presumptuous, so impertinent and 
so arrogant and so ruthless, is Prussian. It has been imposed 
upon Germany. 


247 


AUDIENCES, AND A POLITICAL DETOUR 


So, in speaking about Lord Haldane, he, too, had the same 
experiences. He had friends in the Universities where he had 
studied, and he preserved those happy memories of his 
professors. He was fond of German science, of German 
philosophy, of Hegel quite especially; he wrote certain books 
on Hegel which he sent me and which I still read with great 
interest. I cannot say anything else but that I enjoyed very 
much all my meetings with Lord Haldane and found them of 
the greatest interest. 

I cannot speak of these men except in terms of the highest 
admiration. One after another they come to mind as we talk 
and it is always the same thing. They were splendid men and 
shed a great light and influence on the times. The interest of 
such men of integrity in the political life of the country was very 
inspiring to me. They were not politicians, they were statesmen, 
keen of vision and of great character. In this day of politicians 
only, the comparison is inevitable. 

Lord Charles Stuart of Wortley was a friend at whose house 
I met many of these statesmen. He became a very dear friend. 
He died a few years ago. There is still his widow, who was the 
daughter of Sir John Millais, the famous English painter. She 
is now like a bird with one wing since the death of her dis¬ 
tinguished husband. Lord Stuart of Wortley had been several 
times a member of the Cabinet. It was always interesting to me 
to talk politics with him. I had the good luck to meet, in every 
country I visited, the foremost men in the political world. It 
tirade my life very rich and was a preparation for something 
that was to come later, much later. But all that belongs to 
another part of my memoirs, with which I am not yet ready 
to treat. 


Now, there is a very important man who also does not belong 
in this period, but I shall tell my little story about him never¬ 
theless, because he was a very important man and it is a very 
harming story, I think, and I am glad you agree that this is 
the place to tell it. 

It all happened years before the war. It was in Lyons; I used 
to go there every season on a concert tour and generally stayed 
° r a length of time because I had there many warm friends. In 
e house of one of these friends I met on a special occasion the 
refect of Lyons. Now there are many prefects in France, but 
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very few, if any, arrived at such a distinguished position as 
did this particular one. He was Jules Cambon, French 
Ambassador to Germany in 1914, the year of the war. 

At the moment of our first meeting, it was just an agreeable 
occasion among friends. Many years later, however, that early 
meeting took on a greater significance. We need not go into the 
history of Cambon here; all the world knows now his great 
services to France during the war, and all that he stood for then, 
and all his memory now stands for. The point of our story is, 
that many years later, thirty to be exact, when I arrived in 
Paris in igig, during the Peace Conference, some one from the 
Polish delegation, meeting me in the house of X, said, “ Oh, 
Mr. Paderewski, this is indeed an opportune moment. Will you 
not come with me? I want to introduce you to a very impor¬ 
tant person.” I agreed and he then took me into another room 
and there stood—Cambon. He went quickly towards him and 
without further preliminaries said, “ May I introduce to you, 
sir, our Prime Minister, Monsieur Paderewski?” And Cambon, 
with a look of quick recognition, said immediately, “ Ah, but 
you have come thirty years too late. Paderewski and I have 
known each other for more than thirty years.” 

Well, it was a momentous time for all of us. Cambon was 
a great figure in the Peace Conference. He was a tremendous 
character. He was a true friend to me. I had known him since 
'88, and I loved that man. He was a helpful supporter to me 
all through the Peace Conference. Three years ago, when I saw 
him for the last time, he was still a young and ardent man in 
spirit. At ninety-one, although he showed in many ways his 
great age, his spirit was still undaunted and beautiful. Cambon 
is now dead. I paid him my last respects only a few weeks ago 
in Vevey, where he died. 

What a blessing that I was permitted, while travelling over 
the whole world, to know these great statesmen. It was a destiny 
over which I had no control, but it helped in so many un¬ 
expected ways later on in that war that changed all the 
continent of Europe and the destiny of my own country. The 
war that was to come! And which, even forty years before, 
had been a topic of discussion and prophecy by a few wise and 
far-seeing men. I myself heard it frequently mentioned in 
different Englishmen's houses. Lord Roberts, the great military 
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man of England, predicted it constantly years before it Hap¬ 
pened. I never knew Lord Roberts. How I wish I had ! 

Lord Roberts was always keenly interested in - rench military 
science and appreciated it very highly, and, consequently, was 
greatly beloved by the French people. He went frequently to 
France, and some five or six years before the war he visited 
France for the last time. On his return to England he h id 
great deal to say about military and political affairs. It was 
then he predicted the war. He was one of the very few who 
predicted it at that time and he said very emphatically, Fn 
will win, but not alone. A coalition will be formed against the 
two Central Powers, who will also have some lilies. But, h 
added, “ final victory will come under the leadership of an 
unknown general. He is now a director of the Military A denly 
at St. Cyr and his name is Foch. I believe Foch the greatest 
military genius of the present time.” Prophetic words ! 

I, too, very modestly predicted the war before it happened. 
I remember the incident perfectly. It was at the house o my 
close friend. Lord Stuart of Wartley, in 1908. There were only 
a few people there for dinner and afterwards we all talks 
together rather intimately. It was a brilliant evening. It is sad 
to think they are all gone. There was Lord Charles himself. 
Lord Beresford and Lord Northcliffe, though he was not Lord 
Northcliffe at that time. We were all in intimate conversation 
together and I said, “ A war, I think, is in store for you in a 
very few years.” 

“ War, what war?” they asked almost in one voice. 

“ With the Germans, of course,” I answered. None oth« 1 

Lord Charles was very vehement—he did not believe it a 
all. But North cliff e did and was the first one to say, “ Yes, you 
undoubtedly are right, and they are already preparing tor it, 

though no one believes it.” fl _ 

And then Lord Beresford who was a sailor, said, Te=>, 

agree; it is absolutely true, they are now preparing a 
tremendous navy.” 

It was a most interesting conversation. Beresford was of the 
opinion (just as was Lord Northcliffe) that there was absolute h 
no possibility of any defeat of the British nation. But, and I 
remember this so well. Lord Charles was of the opinion that 
there was still a possibility of arranging all these delicate prob- 
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lems between the two countries. I must add that he gradually, 
later on, changed his mind. 

What prophetic moments come to us. A new acquaintance, 
a chance conversation, and one has glimpsed forward through 
the years. Such a moment arrived once at the house of Asquith. 
He was then Prime Minister of England, many years after I 
had first met him. I was invited to a luncheon, which was rather 
a large affair. It was all most agreeable and there were many 
distinguished people invited. Among them there was a certain 
Russian gentleman, who must have been of much importance 
from the deference paid him. But, unfortunately, I did not 
catch his name when we were presented—not until the end of 
the luncheon. When the ladies had left the table and we sat 
smoking. Lord Morley came to my side and began a little con¬ 
versation with me. " Well, Mr. Paderewski," he said, “ we are 
all political men here to-day, as you see, and some of us are 
naturally very eager to be always in the limelight of public 
favour, to be always in power. Tell me, now, is there any one 
here with whom you would exchange your power over the 
public at this moment of your great popularity?” 

” Yes," I answered quickly. “ Yes, but not for ever! For a 
certain time, I would, for instance, exchange now my power 
with that of—Stolypin," who was then the Russian Prime 
Minister. 

“ But why?" Lord Morley looked at me for a moment in 
astonishment. "But why? Why?” 

4 For the simple reason that, having his power, I would be 
able to make for my own people some changes for the better¬ 
ment of their condition and existence altogether." 

" Well, yes, of course,” he said slowly, " but you could not 
hold it, that power.” 

“ Ah, that is another question. I do not know if circum¬ 
stances would enable me to hold that power indefinitely, but I 
should be glad to have it even for a short time.” 

At that moment the guests got up and Mr. Asquith led us 
into another room. When we reached the door. Lord Morley 
suddenly stopped Asquith and said, laughingly, " Look here, 
Asquith, I have something very interesting to tell you. Mr. 
Paderewski has just told me he would gladly exchange 
his power over the public—well, for that of Stolypin.” 
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“Why?” said Asquith shortly. “ Why?” He was some¬ 
times very dry, very abrupt. He had evidently been talking 
with the Russian gentleman in question and was still in 
mood of that conversation. 

“ Why? Because he would like to have such a power as 
Stolypin’s to help his own country, Poland. 

And Asquith, very pompous as he sometimes ould be, 
simply said, " There is no hope for your country, sir, none ! 

For a tense moment those words of his hung on he air. T 1 
I replied, " Ah, Mr. Asquith, there are certain things under the 
sun which even a Prime Minister of England cannot foresee and 
foretell!” 




XI 


Second American Visit 

I 

Well, enough of statesmen and politicians. These remem¬ 
brances are taking us far afield and years ahead of the period 
of career building. But one can talk best when one follows 
one’s mood, and our mood, or inclination, has led us here. And 
all this has its place—an important place—in this story of my 
life, a variation on the main theme. To make use of that homely 
old proverb “ too many cooks spoil the broth,” we may easily 
find that too many concerts will have the same effect. Never¬ 
theless, we must return to our concerts, our main theme, and 
speak about my second American season—and my fourth 
finger! I fulfilled those engagements in London in spite of that 
dreadful finger and the always increasing pain in my arm, the 
result of terrible overwork in my first American tour. 

But, once all these engagements in France and England were 
fulfilled, I looked for help, consulting various and famous 
physicians. They advised numerous ways of treating it, but 
gave me very little hope of a complete recovery, and the second 
American tour was approaching. I was in despair. 

Of course, I had also to prepare some new programmes. So 
a complete rest was absolutely impossible; there was necessary 
work to do at once. After having spent considerable time in 
following the different treatments prescribed, I saw with terror 
that the end of September was approaching, and there was not 
only no improvement in the condition of my right arm and 
hand, but even a decided inability to continue my practising. I 
was worse, and I had to face it. So I had to postpone the 
American tour until the end of December of that year. 

During my rest I was treated by a masseur in Paris, who 
gave me the first real assistance. He restored a certain strength 
in the arm, but my fourth finger still refused to move. So then 
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I decided to exercise it myself, and very systematically, very 
slowly, after many weeks, I arrived at being able to move i 
which was due to that particular masseur, who was not a 
physician, but just a bone-setter. It was he who found the sore 
spot in my arm. I continued to practise in this way, and there 
was every day a little improvement. But that finger has 
remained for over thirty years weaker than any of the others. 

That was a dreadful time. It was marvellous that I preserved 
my nerves, that they did not give way completely under the 
strain. It happened, too, just when I was reaching my goal and 
on my way to earn large sums of money. I had already 
acquired quite a reputation, and then came that catastrophe, 
was not quite thirty-two, and was already, to a certain exten , 
crippled. 

But still I kept a little courage and began to notice consider¬ 
able improvement. I dared to start preparing two new 
programmes, and finally found myself able to begin my 
American tour. That second tour, in spite of the condition o: 
my finger and my partial inability to play with assurance and 
authority, was a brilliant success. It was a triumph over con¬ 
ditions that seems now, as I look back through the years, a 
kind of miracle. 

My habit is to try out the pianos (as well as the programmes 
in small places where I have absolutely no friends, no social 
relations, etc., in order to be perfectly sure that I shall not see 
a familiar face in the audience which would prevent me from 
an absolute concentration of mind. I usually play three or four 
times in various small places before going to important cities 
like Boston, New York, or Chicago. 

The second tour opened auspiciously, and the Steinway 
pianos I found in marvellous condition upon my return. They 
were then prepared with such care and affection that I had 
nothing to say, but to play and praise the instruments. They 
were beautiful. 

The Steinways pianos deserve a special mention here, I think. 
They are the greatest pianos in the world. The finest piano 
before the Steinway was the Erard. Erard was the creator of 
the piano and the action as made by Erard is applied to every 
piano in the world. Technically, the Erard action is the most 
perfect in existence. Perhaps, to be just, I should say that up 
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to this moment it was the most perfect. But now the Steinway 
is equally good. The quality of the tone of the Steinway is 
supreme. The quality of tone in the Erard is not as beautiful, 
not as pleasing to the ear, because it is too clear; it reflects, so 
to say, the character of the French race. It has precision, clarity, 
elegance and technical perfection, but it takes a real master of 
the Erard to make the Erard piano sing. While a Steinway, 
with its beautiful tone, is always singing, no matter who plays it. 

My season began with the greatest satisfaction, and I played 
everywhere to enthusiastic houses. My return to America was 
a happiness to me. I already felt I was a part of the life there 
and I felt a real affection for the country and the American 
people, an affection that has lasted through all these years. 
There were many recitals in New York at the beginning of that 
season, and in Philadelphia, too. In connection with the 
Philadelphia concerts I had another mishap, or I should say 
experience, that almost ended my tour and actually prevented 
me from playing for several days. I think with your permission 
we will include the story here. 

There was an opening of the new Steinway piano premises 
in Philadelphia, which was something of an occasion, and I was 
asked to be present. Naturally, I accepted, and I remember that 
I went directly from my recital to the reception hall. Now you 
must realise that giving a recital is a tremendous ordeal, a great 
str ain on mind, nerves, and body; all one's powers are taxed to 
the utmost. A recital is not a time for personal enjoyment—it is 
not, as they say in America, a picnic. This particular recital was 
a very arduous one. I had played a programme of some two 
and a half hours with many encores and was extremely ex¬ 
hausted and in no condition to further tax my strength. For¬ 
tunately, I did not realise what was in store for me at the 
reception; otherwise I think I should never have had the 
courage to go in spite of my promise. When I reached the re¬ 
ception, I found, to my amazement, practically the whole of 
my audience waiting to speak to me and I was obliged to stand 
in line and shake hands with everybody It was a ghastly 
ordeal, and finally my right hand became so swollen and in¬ 
flamed that I had to offer my left hand. There were about 
1000 people there and each one shook hands twice. It was a 
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dreadful experience. I said to myself, Another reo ption 
like this, and I shall not be able to play ever any more.” 

I played frequently in Philadelphia and always with success 
and enjoyment on my part. Philadelphia recalls to my min 
another hand-shaking story, and the most amusing little adven¬ 
ture that also happened back in the early days. It was my habit 
always to return to New York immediately after my on 
there. On this particular occasion I had ordered at t le famous 
old Delmonico restaurant, then at Broadway and 26th Street, 
a nice little dinner for a few intimate friends which I was look¬ 
ing forward to with great pleasure. I arrived in gooc season 
and saw, to my amazement, an unusually large crowd of people 
talking and laughing together in the reception-room. It was 
evidently an important affair. Some association (I think it was 
the Jewellers’ Association of New York) were having their 
annual banquet. My own dinner was already ordered in a 
private dining-room, and before going to greet my friends, I 
went to the dressing-room. While I was removing my coat, & 
gentleman came in in great haste, apparently looking for some 
one, and when he saw me he stopped absolutely short and 
stared at me. Then he came a few steps nearer, very slowly, 
still staring at me open-eyed, and I may say open-mouthed. 

“ Well,” he exclaimed, after a moment. “ That's strange. 

Very strange.” , .... 

I looked at him in amazement. “ Yes, ’ he continued, still 
staring at me, “ this is the strangest thing I ever saw. 
seemed hypnotised at the sight of me. His expression a ? . < 
startled that I was forced to say, “ But, what is so strange. 

“Why,” he answered, “because you remind me of that 
piano-playing fellow Padrooski—same hair, same necktie, same 
shoes, same coat. Never saw anything like it, never. ou r 
just like him. Say, who are you anyhow: 

“ Well,” I answered smiling, ' I am Paderewski. 

"What,” he shouted, “you are Paderewski? You? You 
don’t mean it. You’re Padrooski, really, seriously r \ou tell 
me you’re Padrooski? No!” ,, 

Yes,” I answered. “ I am Paderewski and no other. 

“ My God,” and without another word he rushed to the door, 
flung it wide open and shouted, “ Boys, boys Mr. Johnson, 
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Mr. Smith, Mr. Jones, come on up here quick, all of you, come 
in here and let me introduce you to my friend, Mr. Padrooski. 

Well, they rushed in from all sides, they flowed in like the 
waves of the sea, and I was soon completely surrounded with 
what seemed to me an unruly mob of unknown faces, and then 
while my own guests were waiting I was actually obliged to 
shake hands with about 200 people, while my new found friend 
of the dressing-room, shouting and gesticulating with delight in¬ 
terspersed with frequent embraces and slaps on the shoulder, 
introduced me. It was amazing. 

After this experience I began to feel that I must be known 
everywhere in America even in that short time, and that my hair, 
which I think I told you Mr. Philip Hale, the eminent critic of 
Boston, so seriously objected to, was a mark of identification 
from which there was no escape. 

The critics in America, of whom Mr. Philip Hale was one of 
the most prominent, were extremely nice. But the man who 
wrote the first kind words about me, and until his last criticism 
spoke so well, was Henry T. Finck. In every criticism of his 
there was perhaps much more affection than impartial judg¬ 
ment. He praised me always, even when my playing was in¬ 
ferior, as inevitably had to happen considering my physical 
condition at that time. Some others were also very kind and 
enthusiastic, and still others were perhaps not quite so admiring. 

James Huneker was also a very great enthusiast. I speak 
specially of him because he was such a remarkable man and 
critic, and he knew a great deal about the piano. He was an 
excellent musician. He had studied the piano in Paris and used 
to play well. At first he was perhaps the most enthusiastic of all 
the critics, but when he adopted the policy of a certain musical 
periodical (he belonged to the staff) and had to write according 
to the spirit of that paper—which at that time was run on rather 
commercial lines—his criticism somewhat changed. But I can¬ 
not complain about that. It was natural. But I suffered some 
very unpleasant moments. 

Ah ! Why ? Well, that is a long story. Now I do not like to 
remember and speak about people who have perhaps not acted 
quite fairly in the past. I do not mean in regard to myself, but 
all in all. The musical journal in question acted in a very unfair 
way. I prefer not to speak of the actual causes now, for it all 
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ended after a time with apologies made to me in a way that 
was really touching. For instance, the principal offender, the 
editor himself, who had attacked me in an outrageous way, 
came shortly before he died to apologise personally. A 
time, though, it caused me great unhappiness and I know that 
a great many people knew about it and will still rcmemi it. 
Huneker’s name brings back to me the memory of this unhap 
episode, although he was not connected with it far from t. 

Finck, I repeat, was a fine critic with great musical know¬ 
ledge. But, like most of us, he had some preferences am a 
some prejudices, but the difference between Finck and many 
other critics was that Finck was sincere, while the others weie 
continually changing their prejudices and preferences, some¬ 
times even during a season! Finck, however, was always the 
same. He was a rare character, and was a very interesting n n, 
and a good man. He died only a few years ago a. .er a long 
and eminent career. As long as he lived I saw him frequently, 
and several times he came to visit us at Merges with his wife, 
a most sympathetic and intelligent woman for whom I also had 
a very sincere friendship. 

That second American tour was suddenly interrupted amid 
a phenomenal financial success by another disastrous occur¬ 
rence. Fate had still another blow in store for me. Yes, my 
hands. Another accident to my hands. I was invited to a 
dinner at the house of a famous hostess in New York with Jean 
and Edouard de Reszke, and some other eminent artists. The 
dinner was good, the company charming, and to crown it all, 
the hostess a most gracious and brilliant woman. The stage, 
shall we say, was charmingly “ set,” and the atmosphere after 
dinner was so sympathetic that, though I never play after hi v- 
in & enjoyed a meal, I could not resist the wish of the hostess to 
Play “ just a few little pieces.” Contrary to the well-known 
;, ry about Chopin, who, once invited to play after dinner, 
answered quickly, “ Oh, but Madame, I have eaten so little ! 

'A ell, I felt that in this instance I had to play because I had 
eaten so muck\ 

No one else wanted to contribute to the recreation of the 
assembly, so it seemed inevitable that I should do it myself. As 
l us t given a recital, my fingers w’ere very tired, and evidently 
e re was some little scratch on my skin which I had not noticed. 
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I felt it at once upon touching the piano; it was very unpleasant, 
but the consequences were perfectly disastrous, because my 
finger became infected. This was a dreadful misfortune. At 
that particular moment, there was a chamber music concert ap¬ 
proaching. I had promised the Adamowski Quartette to take 
part in their concert. This I did very gladly through my life¬ 
long friendship for them. Every ticket had been sold, and, as 
I was the fashion just then, my name on the programme had 
meant a “ full house.” So, under no circumstances could I 
fail them. I could not possibly withdraw; I had to play. 

On the eve of the concert I was in such frightful pain that 
I was in absolute despair as to whether I should be able even to 
sit at the piano. If it had been my own concert I should have 
cancelled it immediately, but for the Adamowskis—impossible ! 
I had had no sleep. The finger was swollen beyond belief. It 
all happened very quickly after the dinner, just a few hours. 
And the only doctor I could get at that time of night evidently 
was unable to help me, as the swelling continued. 

Very early in the morning I went to Doctor Lange, a German 
physician who was highly recommended. I went to him in great 
agony. He looked at my finger and said, " This is very, very 
serious. It must be operated upon immediately.” But,' I 
cried, “ do you know that I have to play this afternoon I 
must play.” “ Play?” he cried, “ you are crazy! That is 
impossible. You will see how serious it is when I perform the 
operation.” 

“ Do anything you like,” I answered, but I must play. Do 
anything, but stop this pain. Use an anaesthetic to make me 
feel as little as possible, but I must play . 

“ But it is madness,” he said, " madness ! You cannot play. 
You take a great risk. Greater than you know. 

“ Even so,” I answered, ” I must play. I beg of you to do 
all you can. Surely your science must be sufficient to help me 
a little for this one occasion. I will stop playing then.” 

“ For how long?” he growled. “ How long?” 

" Well,” I hesitated. “ A fortnight.” 

“ Not long enough. Not half long enough.” 

" Then three weeks,” I cried. “ Yes, three weeks. I promise 
you.” 
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The doctor laughed. “ That is better. Then I shall try to do 

my best for you now.” . , , 

Well, he performed the operation. It was something tngnt- 
ful. Then he put a little bandage around the finger, and used 
some anaesthetics in order to make me feel as little pam F 
sible. I was stupid enough to let my secretary carry out his 
wish to print some circulars and have one put on each c hair a 
the concert, to say that I had just been operated on for a ft Ion 
and that I apologised in advance for my playing. That was 
3 - mistake. 

I played. I played with those four fingers. I had to play a 
Beethoven trio and a Brahms quartet with the Adamowskis. 
Fortunately, I was playing only a few solos which were very 
familiar to me, some Schubert and a little Chopin. But even so, 
the pain was a torture. During the playing all the effects c tl 
anaesthetic gradually disappeared, and I was then facing reality 
—the most agonising pain that could be imagined, because all 
the time I was hurting that fresh wound. 

The next day every one (except Finck, who wrote that I was 
playing under such tragic circumstances) criticised me most 
severely without mentioning that I had just been operated on. 
The doctor was right. I had to stop playing entirely after that 
concert. I gave up some seven or eight recitals and just nursed 
my finger. I still had some twenty or more concerts to give- 

When I started to play again, weeks later, there was still 
bandage around the finger and my doctor still protested that 
was beginning too soon. He was quite right, because each time 
I played, in spite of the bandage, I reopened the wound and, 
in consequence, at the end of every concert the keyboard was 
covered with blood ! The first time it made a terrific impression 
on me. It was an ugly sight. I could scarcely go on paying, 
but I soon got accustomed to it, I must admit, and during t 
rest of that tour of twenty-two concerts, I played each one wit 
a bandaged finger and the keyboard was always red when 1 
finished. 

How did I dare to take such a risk ? You may well ask that. 
And I can only make you the same answer that I have mad< 
before—necessity and ambition and, of course, the all-con¬ 
quering disregard of youth. 
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But Fate was good to me, and considering the amount of 
work and the number of concerts I have given in my long life, 
I have been well treated, indeed, by my guardian angels. 

On both the first and second American tours, I stopped at 
the old Windsor Hotel when in New York, where I lived most 
comfortably. I always stayed there until it was destroyed by 
fire in 1899. It happened on St. Patrick's Day when a great 
parade was passing and the hotel was filled with watching 
guests. Suddenly without warning, the whole great place burst 
into flames. The fire was caused by a lighted match thrown 
carelessly through a window which set fire to one of the lace 
curtains. Many lives were lost and it was a dreadful catastrophe. 
It was the destruction of this famous hotel that caused a wave 
of reform in all hotel construction because while it was con¬ 
sidered the best hotel in New York, it was in reality a huge 
fire-trap. 

During its long life the Windsor Hotel was a homelike sort of 
place and a great many old people lived there permanently. One 
distinguished old couple I remember particularly, a Mr. and 
Mrs. Sanford, who were the parents of a gentleman who became 
a very true friend of mine, one of the most gifted amateur 
pianists I have ever known. Sam Sanford was his name. He 
was professor of music at a university, a remarkable musi¬ 
cian. He came to my first concert and attended them all. He 
was a delightful companion, musically and otherwise. We met 
first at a billiard table. I was playing billiards. There was a 
billiard-room at the Windsor Hotel, and as I was rather a good 
player, especially of pool, I used to go there often for a little rest 
and exercise with my secretary. 

Whenever I went there, as my reputation as a good player 
was then well established, many interested people gathered 
about and watched the game. One of the frequent onlookers I 
noticed was a big silent man with a strong, Napoleonic face. He 
stood out somewhat from the others. This gentleman was Mr. 
William McKinley, future President of the United States. He 
always came in very quietly and watched my playing with the 
keenest interest, but he never spoke a word to anybody. He 
just came and looked and smiled to himself now and then, but 
never spoke. His silence was rather marked, I remember, in 
that group of eager and sometimes excited watchers. It was 
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during one of these times that Sam Sanford appeared and we 
became friends across the billiard table. 

Sometimes he invited me to dinner at his club, and on- eve¬ 
ning I met there three very amusing old men whose entire in¬ 
terest in life appeared to be in the aristocracy of Europe. 
three daughters, it seems, had all married tides ana the old 
gentlemen were so delighted that they never lost an opportunity 
to mention the fact—it proved, alas, to be th tr on y top) c• 
conversation, and their pride and satisfaction in < ir 
sons-in-law was unbounded. An amusing comment on demo¬ 
cratic America! The three old men always sat somewhat apart 
in the most comfortable comer of the Club—always talking to¬ 
gether about their tided daughters, and their husbands. The 
was great rivalry between them. They enchanted me and I 
never tired of hearing them talk, although I always knew ex¬ 
actly what was coming. The story never vari d. 

The first one began thus: “ Well," he would say with great 
pride, "lam delighted to tell you that 1 have just had a letter 
this morning from my daughter, the Countess X - • 
writes to tell me that her husband, the Count, is suffering drea - 
fully from the unusually cold weather. M 

At this the second would quiedy lean forward and ay ° w 
strange. You must be mistaken, for my son-in-law, the Marquis, 
says quite the contrary. He writes me that the weather on t! 
Continent is unusually warm and beautiful. 

And then, very impatientiy, the eldest of the thr n 

men would rise from his chair and interrupt quite mg V W1 
Oh, nonsense, my daughter, the Duchess, hat just wn ' r \ n . 
from her palace in Florence that the weather is no a a 
there and she and the Duke are leaving immediately for t 
Riviera. The Duke is very delicate, you know, the old ?e 
man would add, glaring at the other two, who quickly sub¬ 
sided. Ah, he was the strongest of them all. His daughter w 
a Duchess—his son-in-law, a Duke S 

After that little outburst, which happened whenever they 
were together, they all sank peacefully back in their chairs and 

sat in silence for some time. f 

The people I met during that first American tour were ot 
great interest to me. There were many distinguished American 
men at that moment who were greatly in the pub! ye, ] w 
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most of them and some of them became my warm friends. The 
American man was a very different product from the European 
and I found all these contacts stimulating. In fact everything 
in America was stimulating. There was a sense of adventure 
in the air. I think one always feels that upon arrival in the 
United States, no matter how often one goes there. 

Joseph Choate was one of the many distinguished men that I 
talked with several times at the house of my dear valued friend. 
Miss Eleanor Blodgett. He was a famous lawyer and later on 
became Ambassador to England. Choate was a very' able and 
brilliant man, and very lovable. He was extremely witty and 
always had just the right answer for every occasion. 

And I met, during those early American days, Mr. Charles 
Eliot, former president of Harvard, a splendid man. And 
General Horace Porter, too, another ambassador, and that 
famous American figure and after-dinner speaker, Mr. 
Chauncey Depew. I must say Senator Depew. He w r as most 
picturesque, and typically American. It was at a dinner at the 
Pulitzers' that I first met Mr. Depew. 

Joseph Pulitzer was a most gracious host, and at that par¬ 
ticular dinner quite a little flurry of surprise was caused by the 
charming speech of Mr. Depew when he rose and proposed my 
health and gave the toast “ To the King!” For just a second 
every one, even Pulitzer himself, was slightly bewildered. In 
that democratic country, a toast to the King was unheard of, 
but in a second or two Depew in his charming and inimitable 
way explained the mystery, and it was altogether a most happy 
and friendly occasion. 

Joseph Pulitzer was editor of The New York World, a great 
newspaper of enormous influence while he lived. He was a very 
remarkable man in his way. I met him in Paris in 1889. It 
was during the Exposition I met him for the first time and he 
took rather a fancy to me and I liked him, too, very much. The 
feeling was mutual from the moment of meeting. 

Even then he was losing his sight and finally became entirely 
blind, perhaps the greatest tragedy that could have befallen him. 
In the midst of his great activities and the gravest responsi¬ 
bilities, at the very pinnacle of his career, he was struck down. 
Pulitzer was in certain ways an extremely brilliant man. He 
knew a great deal about law and many other things, and he was 
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a very great journalist—one of the greatest. He was very fond 
of music too. He was a Jew of Hungarian extraction and 
naturally loved very much his Hungarian music. Whenever I 
was in New York I used to go to his house and I greatly enjoyed 
their family life for the first few years, when I saw him often. 
When he became blind I used to go and play for him—a little 
recital in a way. I would play for several hours the things he 
loved most, and I was so happy to give him this pleasure—to 
lift a little the curtain of his dark days. Those hours with 
Pulitzer were very rewarding in spite of their sadness. He was 
so grateful—it was heart-breaking. He could find no way of 
expressing his thanks and always said the same thing over and 
over again. “ What can I do to show you my gratitude?” he 
would cry. " Tell me—what can I do?” 

He always had several secretaries, cultivated and interesting 
young men, close at hand. One of them I recall was a musician; 
he had to play for him every day for some hours, not to amuse 
him, but simply to give him a certain rest after the others had 
done their work, for Pulitzer, in spite of his blindness, did an 
immense amount of work each day on liis paper, The New York 
World —that great newspaper which, like its founder, is now 
no more. 

All those secretaries were completely worn out after a short 
time. He was so exacting, so eager, so interested in everything 
and so full of a passionate energy, that he drew from each and 
every one of them all they could give him—their brains, their 
vitality, their sympathies—everything. He paid them, of 
course, very generously, but several of them told me it was a 
fearful drain upon them, and absolutely exhausting. And what 
money can pay such a toll ? 

In general knowledge Pulitzer was rather deficient. There 
were a great many things he did not know, along with the things 
he did. He was educated, but not cultivated. In music, he liked 
Beethoven and Liszt—such a contrast! I always played for 
him a Beethoven Sonata and a Liszt Rhapsody and he was 
always quite wild and enchanted. 

Under the circumstances of our close friendship and his great 
admiration for my playing, it was strange and amusing too, that 
his newspaper was the only one in which I used to read in¬ 
variably adverse criticisms of my playing. The music critic then 
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was Reginald deKoven. The good “ Reggie, as ail his friends 
called him, later on became my warm friend. But after every 
New York recital during my first season there came a very 
bad criticism. It always amused me. If I had wished for a h le 
revenge, I would have said to Pulitzer when he asked what he 
could do to show his gratitude, ’ You may tell your music critic 
of the World to treat me a little more justly—even a little more 
kindly in his criticism.” But I never did, for I realised the 
Pulitzer probably gave very little thought to musical ent cis 
and besides, what editor would dare interfere with his music 
critic, who is king in his own domain ? At any rate, whatever 
the reason, Pulitzer’s newspaper rarely had a good word to 

say for me. . , 

Pulitzer used to come to every recital of mine as long as n 
was able, led in by his secretary. He generally occupied the 
same seat near the front and I always knew that he would be 
there. It was very pathetic. He never failed to come until his 
health became so broken he could no longer go out. He was a 
tragic figure—vital to the end. The last time I saw him was on 
his yacht at Mentone, and I felt then that we should never meet 
again. His death ended a very vivid and interesting friend¬ 
ship that I always valued and whose memory I still chtrish. It 
is an abundant memory and as we talk about him many sides 
of his truly extraordinary character and versatile mind still 
occur to me, for we had many things in common besides music. 
Our talks together ranged from subject to subject, and the Bible 
was often one of them. 

The Bible was frequently read to him by one of his secretaries 
and I remember hearing that on one occasion when he came > 
£ particularly drastic part of a story, Pulitzer stopped him 
abruptly and protested with great violence and excitement, 
“ what dreadful people ! What a tribe! If they lived to-day 
they would be arrested. We d call the police! 

You may accept this story or not just as you please, but I find 
myself in complete sympathy with Pulitzer’s views. Although 
I doubt if he knew the Bible as well as I knew it, for example 
almost by heart since I was fifteen, I, too, even at that early 
age, when I read certain passages of that great Book, felt like 
shouting out my protest. Yes, it shocked me frequently and 
gave me certain ideas which were not very orthodox. It brought 
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great inquiries and certain doubts to my mind which I have 
kept, and not lost as the years have gone on. 

This is a deeply interesting, but rather delicate, subject and 
perhaps I may shock some one's religious feelings, but neverthe¬ 
less, I had the impression, even then, as a boy that the Bible was 
not a holy book and that it had very little to do with our Chris¬ 
tian religion. The Old Testament is absolutely un-Christian and 
anti-Christian. But the founders of the Church looked upon the 
Old Testament as something which had a very strong connecting 
link with the Gospel on account of the prophets. And that is, to 
a certain degree, justified. The Old Testament contains great 
prophecies. It has a great wisdom, too, but it is not, in my 
opinion, the inspired word of God. But what is so inspiring and 
so lofty, and will be for ever one of the most magnificent ex¬ 
pressions of lyric beauty, is the Gospel (the Gospels of Matthew, 
Mark, Luke and John). It has a musical beauty that is beyond 
compare and must so appeal to every sensitive nature. From 
my youth it has thrilled and sustained me and will remain with 
me for ever in its serene loftiness and beauty. 

These views of mine have perhaps no special reason here at 
this moment of my history, but they are still of some concern to 
me and add another thread, a certain interest, to our story, I 
think. 

You are quite right when you say that a biography must run 
the gamut, not only of the times in which one lives and their 
great changes, but of the people and the events which are a 
part of them. A biography must reveal one’s feelings and one s 
emotions, the growth of the brain and spirit as one goes on 
from childhood to old age. All—all contribute to the great pa - 
tern of one’s life. 

A wonderful story of the great Henry James bears a title 
that fits our case, I think. It is called ‘ The Figure in the 
Carpet.” The Figure which starts in the beginning with a few 
simple threads, and goes on gathering more and more threads 
and colours until the end, when the final complete pattern is 
revealed. It is formed and woven as we go, but we can see only 
the particular bit that we are weaving at the moment. Bright 
threads, black threads, the good strong threads, and the tangled 
broken ones all go into the making. And so it must be. 
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And now we shall pick up again the dropped thread of my 
second American tour which brings us to an important event 
in the American scene—the World’s Fair which took place in 
Chicago. That was a tremendous happening and drew people 
not only from all parts of the country, but from all over the 
world. 

I received an invitation from the Committee of the World’s 
Fair to appear there with Theodore Thomas’s Orchestra in the 
concert hall especially built for musical productions at the Ex¬ 
position. This was to take place in May, 1893, towards the end 

of my tour. 

I was very much interested in the World’s Fair because it was 
an opportunity to see those energetic and ambitious leaders of 
Chicago at their best. Chicago already had impressed me more 
than any other city in America. As I have already mentioned, 
when I first arrived in New York, forty-five years ago, one of 
the largest buildings at that time was the Windsor Hotel. 
Chicago already had several skyscrapers, as they are so admir¬ 
ably and aptly called. They had the first skyscrapers, although 
many people, particularly foreigners, do not know this and 
think that New York built the first ones. But to Chicago must 
go the credit for that amazing development. It was the Windy 
City ” (by no means a misnomer) that was the very first to 
introduce these huge buildings in America. There was already 
a perfectly tremendous building, I think the Masonic Temple, 
which was nineteen or twenty stories high. The appearance of 
that building was extremely impressive after all the large, but 
low, buildings in New York. There was also a huge hotel called 
The Auditorium, which contained the concert hall in which I 
made my first appearance, the largest hall at that time in the 
entire country. 

Everywhere there was to be noted a strong movement to¬ 
wards the beautifying of the city. Several parks had already 
been started. There has always been a strong civic feeling in 
Chicago, and the Exposition gave a still greater emphasis to 
that collective activity. 


AUDITORIUM, 

. . . CHICAGO . . . 


~Wedi)e^day Rfkeci)OOi), March 8fcb» 1893 , at 2 o'clock. 

PADEREWSKI’S 

Piano Recital. . 




FANTAISIE et FUGUE, A minor, 
SONATA, Op. 31, E fiat, - 

Allegro, Scherzo, Menuet con Trio, 

NACHTSTUECK,. 

ETUDE,. 

IMPROMPTU,. 

SOIREE de VIENNE, - 
BARCAROLLE, ’ 

ETUDE. 

BERCEUSE, ’ * 

POLONAISE, 

MELODIE,. 

CAPRICE, “Spring Dawn," - 
RHAPSODIE HONGROISE, * 


Bach-Lizzt 

Beethoven 
Presto con Fusco. 

Schumann 
Paganini-Schumann 
Schubert 
- Schubert-Liszt 

Chopin 

Paderewski 
• William Mason 
Liszt 
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At that time there were in my mind three things of colossal 
dimensions in America which impressed me as being objects of 
condensed immensity. I find no other way to express it. 
Niagara Falls, the City of Chicago, and the Grand Canyon. 

Niagara Falls has that condensed immensity—although it is 
comparatively small, yet it impresses one as a world in itself, 
and terrific—of indescribable power and beauty. 

The Grand Canyon, which I saw a few years later, gave me 
again that impression of a colossal strength concentrated in one 
considerable area; and Chicago, with that stupendous driving 
force which was pushing those eager millions of population 
towards their goal, gave me again the impression of that con¬ 
centrated immensity similar to those two cataclysms of nature. 

But while Niagara Falls and the Grand Canyon were the 
results of brutal forces of nature, Chicago appealed to me then 
as being the result of all the tremendous, but intelligent, forces 
of mankind. 

There was a large group of men, leaders in that activity, 
whom I had the opportunity of meeting upon my arrival. The 
grounds of the World’s Fair were like a huge camp. It was a 
strange sight. All the men who were directing those colossal 
preparations were practically living (really camping) there on 
the spot. We spent there, before the official opening of the Fair 
and the concerts, about a fortnight, living in rooms which were 
not yet even finished. We lived and slept there. It was most 
uncomfortable but exciting. Everything was in great disorder. 
The plaster covering the walls was not yet dry. Everything had 
been put up in a hurry. There was humidity everywhere, 
coming not only from the neighbouring lake, but from the 
dampness of the buildings. 

The committee invited me to stay there and it was certainly a 
unique experience. Had I realised what was in store for me I 
probably should never have accepted the invitation. It was 
something fantastic in its discomfort. But the strangeness and 
adventure of it all appealed to me. Like everything in America 
on my arrival, it filled me with a great wonder and excitement. 
America was a land of miracles—performed “ overnight " as 
you say. Among the outstanding figures in this enterprise, 
there was a man of actual genius by the name of Daniel Burn¬ 
ham, who was practically the creator of all that was beautiful 
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in Chicago then. He was probably the greatest architect of that 

time, a beautiful man, full of imagination, of high culture, and 
above all a man always thinking about the good of his icllow 
citizens, and devoting to it all his energy and strength. Bum- 
ham was really the constructive genius of the World’s Fair. It 
was his driving force that carried the enterprise through 
triumphantly. 

So many of Chicago's important men were active and creative 
in the great World’s Fair. It was a tremendous outpouring of 
civic pride and feeling on the part of every one concerned. I 
knew only a few of them at that time, but I remember par¬ 
ticularly the Deering brothers, Cyrus McCormick and Charles 
Atwood, the architect. Theodore Thomas was conducting all 
the orchestral and choral performances during the Exposition. 

Grover Cleveland, then President of the United States, for¬ 
mally opened the Chicago Fair, in the presence of at least half 
a million people. It was something really gorgeous. He made 
on that occasion a beautiful, impressive address. I met him 
only once, and I never saw him again, but one knows of him as 
one of America's greatest Presidents. 

The concerts were most successful, but the pleasure I had 
was not without certain unpleasant surprises. I was then play¬ 
ing everywhere the Stein way piano, and the House of Steinway, 
for some reason best known to themselves, did not wish to 
exhibit at the Fair. The competitors of that illustrious firm 
started an opposition and wanted me to be prevented from 
playing, at the Exposition, an instrument which was not ex¬ 
hibited. It took all the energy and skill and tact of Theodore 
Thomas and all his friends to obtain the agreement of the com¬ 
mittee to my playing on a Steinway piano. 

It was a very bad situation, but finally I was allowed to play 
the Steinway, without, however, having been able to stop the 
bitter controversy which was going on at that time and whi< h 
still went on for months in the newspapers, because every one 
of those competitors had their supporters, and they were fight¬ 
ing on legal grounds. 

I do not know now and did not know then why the Steinways 
did not exhibit there, but they must have had some very im¬ 
portant reasons, I'm sure. 

There was no accident, no mutilation to the piano during this 
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quarrel, as sometimes happens. The strings of my piano were 
never cut in America, as the people in charge were very att n- 
tive and vigilant and watched the piano constantly. I had n 
complaint to make of the condition of the pianos and their fit¬ 
ness for the concerts, as in some countries where I had certain 
experiences which bordered on actual catastrophe. For in¬ 
stance, in St. Petersburg there was naturally no Steinway piano 
to be had when I played there. As I had been accustomed ior 
several years (when not in America) to play the Erard piano, 
I asked my good friend Monsieur Blondel to send two Er: d 
concert grands for the Russian tour in 1899. He did so. They 
were beautiful and I was delighted, but when I came to th 
concert hall in St. Petersburg, half an hour before the arrival of 
the orchestra, I found, to my horror, that one of the pedals of 
the instrument was completely destroyed; and when I tried the 
piano, I found, between many of the keys, sharp pins standing 
up. I saw them, thank God, before touching the piano. That 
was my good luck, because I might have hurt my fingers fatally. 
After that experience, my piano tuner, who accompanied me on 
that Russian tour, was wise enough to come with the piano 
into the hall, and remain there for the whole day and night, 
never leaving it. A constant vigil. 

And the reason for all this persecution? Simply that I did 
not apply to the local piano agency in St. Petersburg, but 
brought my own piano. I was an intruder ! The pedal had been 
ripped off with great violence. Whoever did it was probably 
greatly disappointed when I came out and played. It was my 
debut there, and in connection with that debut, I shall tell you, 
later on, several amusing things. 


XII 
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I 

But to go on. After my successful second tour in America, I 
returned as usual to Europe. In the summer of that year, 1893, 
I was living with my boy and some friends in a quiet little 
place in Normandy called Yport. For the first time in my 
arduous career in foreign countries, I could invite some people 
dear to my heart to spend a few weeks with me. My sister came 
to stay with me, and I was glad to have also my dear old friend 

Edward Kemtopf. I felt very happy then. It was a holiday 
time. 

• reunion with my son and friends was a garden spot 

m a life of constant travel and work. My boy was a child of 

althou e h he was very delicate, I still had a 
firm belief that he would outgrow his illness, and everything 
was being done to bring this about. After ten years of constant 
labour, this little breathing space was an oasis in a desert of 
work. I had time for many things then—the harness had 
dropped from my shoulders. I was free. I began to compose 
again. I started a composition, a " Polish Fantasia,” for piano 
and orchestra, which I finished within five weeks. That fantasia 
was performed by myself for the first time at the Norwich 
Festival, under the conductorship of Mr. Randegger, a 
no teacher of singing and an excellent conductor, and it met 
Wl considerable success. It was also performed in the same 
season (by myself) in London with Georg Henschel, who was 
conducting many orchestral concerts. Afterwards it was 
Played by several noted artists. 

T ? u " t°. ur in England was the largest tour I had had so far. 
t layed in all the provincial cities, and in Dublin, Belfast, and 

t ' e ®ides recitals in London. All these concerts were ex¬ 
tremely successful. 

P.M. 
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At the end of the season I made a decision that was of tre¬ 
mendous importance to me, one that made a great change in 
my career. I decided not to play at all during the following 
season, but to begin the writing of my opera, “ Manru.” It 
happened in this way: a Polish writer and poet, Alfred Nossig 
by name, had approached me repeatedly with a proposition for 
writing a book for an opera. So, out of the several outlines 
suggested, I selected one which was afterwards written fc i n> . 
That book, though not then in its definite form, was sent me 
towards the end of 1893, and became the libretto for my opera 
“ Manru." 

And so I turned all my forces towards the great object, a 
tremendous undertaking that obliterated everything else. I 
shut myself completely away from the world. I went to Italy 
for the first time and took the book with me and began to write 
the music. My stay in Italy was rather short, for I was sud¬ 
denly called to Paris on account of my son’s illness. I remained 
then in Paris, living not in my apartment but in a little house 
which I rented in one of the most secluded quarters of Paris, 
where I lived quite alone. There was nobody there. Only my 
servant came every day towards one o’clock and prepared the 
luncheon. 

This little house was in Passy and was a hiding place. No 
one knew I was there. I shut the world out completely. This 
was necessary as I was so well known to the public then that 
my Paris apartment was a rendezvous for friends as well as 
musicians and was besieged most of the time. 

My dinner I usually took in a little restaurant for coachmen. 
The food was excellent. The company was not aristocratic, ot 
course, but it was certainly not unpleasant to see all these good 
people enjoying themselves after their work. I found a special 
relaxation and interest in it. At that time there were no auto¬ 
mobiles, no taxi-drivers. There were only horse fiacres. It was 
a peaceful interlude. In no other way would I have been able 
to work in Paris. 

Well, the opera proceeded satisfactorily, because within six 
months I finished two acts and began the third. Although I was 
not playing, I still suffered very much from my arm and fourth 
finger, and upon the advice of a physician I then went to Aix- 
les-Bains for treatment and, as I hoped, a complete cure. I 



From a photograph by the Culver Service 

The cartoonist Keppler’s view of Paderewski’s difficulties with the 
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rented a little chateau, the Chateau de Bon Port, on the Lake 
of Bourget, and made quite a long stay. I took the “ cure ” 
faithfully and repeated that for several seasons, but without 
any permanent results. Nobody, not even the best physicians, 
seemed to know exactly what the trouble was with my fourth 
finger. Some tendon had been strained, something had hap¬ 
pened that they could not account for. It was all very dis¬ 
couraging. 

In s P ite of ™y laborious " cure,” I enjoyed Aix-les-Bains. 
~t was a charming place with ample amusements to interest one, 
and one °{ 1116 many causes of my amusement, I must admit 
was my friendship with a little dog that attached himself un- 
ex :ctedly to me. Now I have had two animals during my life 
that have shown a certain interest in music. One superficially 
because music was perhaps only an attribute to my own per¬ 
sonality, but the other one was really fond of music. 

It. is of the first that we shall speak now, a little dog, that we 
named Bnse-fer. During my cure at Aix-les-Bains, I took my 
, uy bath and treatment at the thermal establishment there. I 
always went in a little carriage especially ordered, and always 
i. the same coachman, who was somewhat of a philosopher 
in his way and quite an interesting character. One morning as 

v entering the Bath House, a little dog suddenly appeared 
upon the scene and followed me for a few steps. Two hours 
later, when I returned from the establishment, I noticed the 
little dog and he seemed to be waiting for me, for he 
wagged his tail delightedly when he saw me. He was a dog of 
no Particular breed, and certainly no particular beauty, but he 

seemed intelligent and very affectionate, and deeply interested 
m me. 

When I left the establishment, I was very exhausted after 
U r adfu l ^ ot hath, and I hurried into the carriage with only 
tho ? ght — to get home. To my surprise, however, the dog 

reftlr the carriage: he came to ^ Chateau with me. He 
sed to leave, and there he remained for three months, my 

to f. and devoted companion. He never left me. He used 
b f .. S - ;1 p room; he ate his meals at my feet and was close 

summ n li da ^ ad * r da V as I wrote. In fact, during the whole 
jj. . 1 a ^ dog was always at my side. Brise-fer won my 
completely. He was so attached to me and so faithful 
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and sentimental. I have never known a dog like him. My 
sister, my poor boy, in fact every one who stayed with us, was 
devoted to him. And then suddenly everything changed. A 
fortnight before our departure the dog became quite a different 
animal, so sad, melancholy, and desperate. He sensed our 
departure, we all felt. Whenever he came to the little tower 
where I had my studio, he would sit and look up at me just like 
a human being. He would moan and cry. It was heartbr&iLin : 
to listen to him. I said to myself. This is dreadful. I simply 
cannot leave this dog. I must take him to Pans. It would b.; 
cruel to leave him behind. He will die if he is separated from 
me. There is no other way; he must go with me." 

So it was decided and everything arranged with considerabl 
trouble. The day of departure arrived and the dog went with us 
to the station. I had already bought a ticket for him and I said 
to Marcel, my faithful and devoted valet, of whom I have many 
wonderful things to tell you at a later time, “ Now Marcel, be 
sure and put him in the carriage with us. He must not be 
separated from me on the journey. He must sit beside me as 
usual.” Marcel hurried off with the dog to put him in our 
carriage, when suddenly he became very ugly. He not only 
growled furiously, but actually attacked Marcel and tried to 
bite him. We were dumbfounded. I called him by ail his pet 
names, but he only glared at me, showed his teeth and turned 
away, vicious and snarling. I called again, ‘ Come here, Brise- 
fer.” I went towards him, but he became more and more 
ferocious, his tail dropped between his legs and he snarled and 
shook his head and turned and ran away from us. I stood in 
amazement at the sight. I could not believe my eyes. It was 
“ a u 0 ff/’ as you say in America. What an ending to our 
friendship! It was a mystery that I could in no way fathom, 
and so I returned to Paris wondering, and I must say somewhat 
dejected, without my faithful little companion. 

The next year I returned to the Chateau de Bon Port and 
began the baths once more. " Perhaps," I said, ' I shall see 
my friend Brise-fer again.” I admit I wanted to see him. He 
was still a mystery to me, a source of irritation. I resented his 
behaviour; I was not used to such treatment. Well, I did see 
him, the very day after my arrival. There he was at the Baths 
just as the year before. I called to him delightedly, but he took 
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lutely no notice of me. I continued my efforts, but with- 
i success. Brise-fer would have none of me. Again my old 
coachman, who was still driving me, watched the proceedings 
and seemed very much amused at my efforts with the dog. 

“ 0h - don’t bother with him, sir,” he said finally. “ Let him 
alone." 

But what is the matter with him? What has happened to 
him?” 

Oh,” the coachman answered, "he is just a fraud, that 
d g, a fraud! He does not care for you any more. He does 
tli * to everybody. That’s his way, he changes masters. Every 
year a new master—that is his habit. He’s no good. He’s a 
bad dog. Why, he’s known to every one here, sir." The 
coachman laughed contemptuously and said, " You can’t get 
him back, sir. Don't try. Leave him alone. He's a fraud, I 
tell you. He has no gratitude or affection in him.” 

But I was not at all convinced. I was determined to win him 
? w. Such was my vanity ! So, I called him again very affec¬ 
tionately. Still he refused to even look at me. Then I offered 
- fraction I even stopped at the butcher's, much to 
f r h* coac ^ man » and bought a large piece of meat 

1 lrn ' , u “ e never approached me. It was no use. Brise-fer 
off ? an< ^ sna rled at me and ran away. Yes, it was " all 

i . , ? new Perfectly well that he was not acting correctly, 

a ** a ^ ear w e were strangers—he had never known 
T P human trait! I had not expected to find it in a 

»'g, 1 must say. But after our last encounter, I realised the 
th of what my philosophical coachman said—that the dog 
w-ih a fraud with neither gratitude nor affection in his soul. 

In spite of this disappointment, that season at Aix-les-Bains 
was one of accomplishment, for I finished the sketch for the 
urd act of the opera. It was in this year that my poor father 
if a. I had not seen him for several years. The reason was that 
was extremely busy all the time building my career, and 
though I had the strongest desire to go to him, I could not get 
a passport, because at that time I was a Russian subject, and 
l ing a Pole, I had tremendous difficulty 7 in obtaining a foreign 
passport, and this was the real obstacle. The last passport I was 
able to obtain, before going to Leschetizky in Vienna, took me 
more than four months to secure. I had to go to every 
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authority, to the county, to the district, to the province, and 
even to the Governor. It was purposely made difficult for Polish 
people to get passports, practically impossible. Having so many 
engagements, I could not risk going to Poland and perhaps being 
detained and prevented from fulfilling those engagements. 

My father had lived long enough to know of my success. He 
was an old man then, and he was ill (he had had a stroke), so 
perhaps he did not realise fully all that had been accomplished 
in my musical career. But he did know, thank God, that I had 
made a certain reputation, for he read the newspaper notices I 
had sent him and had, of course, heard about my success in 
Paris and London and later in America. When he became so 
ill and could no longer manage his affairs, I bought a house for 
him in a little city by the name of Zhitomir. He loved that place 
and was happy there, in spite of our separation, which I know 
he felt to the very last. My father ended his days in that little 
house which I am so thankful I had the money to buy for him. 
As I began to prosper in life, I gave him also an income, an 
annuity which enabled him to live in peace and comfort to the 
end of his days. 

His death closed for ever a chapter, as the death of a parent 
always does. He had been everything to me since I can first 
remember. He was both father and mother. He was a noble 
man—a fine, upstanding, honest man from the beginning of his 
life, and even physically he was always a strong, beautiful man. 
And that is my abiding memory of him. 

There was nothing of any importance that happened after¬ 
wards until January' and February, 1895. I began to play again. 
I was obliged to. I played then several times in Germany. I 
had concerts in Dresden. I was invited by the Queen of Saxony, 
the old Queen Carola, to play for some charity, and since then 
I have played in Dresden frequently, and strangely enough, 
always for charities and never for myself. I mention this only 
in order to point to a certain little fact which took place some 
years later. 

There were short tours in England and France, too, at this 
time. My pianistic reputation was growing—with the audiences, 
in the newspapers—everywhere, in fact, I was then established 
brilliantly throughout Europe, with the exception of Spain, 
which came a few years later. 


COMPOSER’S INTERLUDE 277 

These tours, of course, put an end to my work on the opera. 
The opera, alas, was now enjoying a long rest! It could not be 
otherwise. You see I was obliged to begin playing again. I 
needed the money. My ten fingers were my fortune. 

Now, a lifelong desire of mine was to have a little rural estate 
of my own, a place with a beautiful forest and a stream of water. 
That was a dream always close to my heart, but it proved to 
be an inaccessible dream, and all my attempts for its realisation 
a very costly experience. Instead of one estate, I practically 
got three, and there was never a forest on any of them! I never 
wanted to make money with these purchases, I just wanted to 
own a little property that I could enjoy; and so, with this in 
view, my representative quickly, one after another, bought for 
me three properties without forests, that I could not enjoy! C'est 
la vie. 

He bought the three properties in succession, and none of 
them was agreeable to me. The property which I saw first and 
did want, and which proved to be an excellent affair and splen¬ 
did investment, alas, slipped out of my hands. It was a lovely 
place with the large forest that I longed for, and the little river 
running through it, a beautiful river; but ah, I cannot tell you 
why, my representative did not buy it, but so it was. He delayed; 

e let it go, and then bought me the others ! 

Tl)e first estate was a forced purchase, a mortgaged purchase. 
I was induced to lend a sum of money to the owners of 
tiie estate, and it was a hopeless case. It was in Russian Poland. 
It was worthless to me because, first of all, there were no trees. 
It was a good piece of land near a railway station and with a 
nice little stream, but the forest had been absolutely cut down 
a few years before. Finally, in order to recover my money, I 
had to buy it. 

The second estate was also in Russian Poland, but near the 
Austrian frontier. It was, I think, some eighty miles from the 
railway. With my occupation, I could not go there to reside 
so it, too, was impossible. Another mistake! 

The third one was in Austrian Poland. There were certain 
nice features about that property, too, because it was beauti¬ 
fully situated, and, although it had no forest, I learned afterward 
that I could buy a little forest adjoining it, and this I did. For 
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me a forest is the greatest pleasure—to walk among the trees, 
because I love trees, to hear birds singing in them, and to see not 
only flowers, but berries, growing. That is an incomparable joy. 

Well, I got that little forest, and I loved it, but after a few 
years I found that even my long lucrative American tours would 
not be enough to keep it up and preserve it—and me! And so 
I parted with that third property, at another big loss. 

So I realised then from these costly and painful experiences 
that I could not earn one single penny except by my play¬ 
ing. My ten fingers were my only fortune. I repeat, no invest¬ 
ment brought me anything. Whatever investment I made, or 
some one made for me, was always a loss. It was evidently my 
destiny. Whenever there was a possibility for me to make a 
brilliant investment, even a fortune, I had not the time to do 
it because I was an artist and not a business man. When I asked 
others to do it for me, they always delayed—they neglected it. 
My orders were not carried out, and everything that was done 
proved to be ruinous. It is always the same. This fate has 
pursued me through life. 


II 

I took up my work again and that summer, 1895, I prepared 
for the third American tour. It was the most successful of all. 
That third tour was a tremendous tour, covering the whole of 
the United States from Maine to the Pacific " as you say. It 
was also a very great financial success, which I needed after so 
many excursions into real estate. 

It was then I visited California for the first time, and my 
experience in San Francisco during that tour was complete and 
perfect enjoyment. The beauty of the country, the transparency 
of the air, the kindness and hospitality of the people, made me 
happy and content. 

I met there many people for whom I still personally, or in 
memory, preserve a warm affection. Incidentally, I had the 
opportunity of meeting Mr. Herbert Hoover, then a student at 
Stanford University. 

I spent in San Francisco, after these concerts, one week more 
in order to be able to play in a concert given by the Belgian 
violinist, Marsick. The weather was gorgeous all the time. It 
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Perfectly enchanting. I was invited to several private houses 
Bmlingame, and I enjoyed myself for the first time on the 
1 r, because I had that free week. It was a real vacation. 

k or the American public, it is not without interest to say that 
when I played in Los Angeles at that time, it was a very small 
town. Now it has almost two million population. That growth 
is something astounding to realise. During that same season I 
played in San Diego. It was a tiny place then, hardly a village, 
an d from the railway station to the theatre (or opera house, as 
it was called), a distance of half a mile, there was only one 
house—a little gambling house—and the audience for my con¬ 
cert was drawn mostly from the Coronado Beach Hotel, which 
was in full swing and crowded. To-day San Diego is a very 
beautiful city of nearly three hundred thousand inhabitants— 
a miracle In that country of miracles. 

In many respects America seemed a fairy tale to me from the 
first moment. The audiences, for instance, which at the begin- 
uuig of my career were rather small, were very exclusive. 
I eople interested in and caring for music. They came from the 
uri<Jl surrounding places, from the little provincial towns, and 
e majority of them came with their music, with the notes to 
fi° r™- ^ hey were either students or teachers of music, the 
S ' °. a • ~ a kind of lesson, and the second, to renew their 
r] * listened with a beautiful silence and followed 

tu v ry reverently with their music. They made a kind of 
musical congregation, I felt. 

It interested me enormously, because music was not then, as 
« is now, a part of general education. But I am sorry to say 
h f a great change is now taking place. The radio and the 
records, and especially something that has nothing to do with 
music and everything to do with speed, the automobile, are 
mjunng music frightfully, in my opinion. 

I remember particularly two concerts in Kansas City during 
my : od tour, that impressed me very much. It was rather a 
remarkable occasion. Several hundred people arrived from 
exas, all armed with their volumes of music. It was a wonder- 
ul and touching sight. They crowded the hotels; they 
gathered in clusters at the street comers, and they stood in line 
m front of the box office—all with their music in hand. The 
largest contribution to that concert was brought by a great friend 
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of mine from Dallas, Texas, a Mr. White, a music teacher and 
a splendid fellow. He himself brought fifty pupils to the concert. 

During that season, I had in my audience in Los Angeles 
people who came even from Phoenix, Arizona, and at Salt Lake 
City a train full of music lovers, young students from far-away 
Montana, came to the concert. There was a tremendous blizzard 
that day and I had to wait for the arrival of their train. It was 
delayed many hours. At the last moment they telegraphed my 
manager that they could only get there at nine o clock in the 
evening—and would Mr. Paderewski please hold the concert 
and wait for them? Of course, I waited for them, gladiy. 

Ah, there are so many beautiful things to remember, reveal¬ 
ing that eager youth and the enthusiasm of youth, and it pre¬ 
vailed for many years. I met that spirit again and again, 
particularly in the West. I often think about it now, and their 
eagerness and devotion. 

They have always showed me affection, my audiences. And 
I think that an audience is just like a colossal collective indivi¬ 
dual, and primitive to excess. It is never guided by reasoning, 
but always by intuition, by feeling and instinct. Audiences, no 
matter how large (the larger the more so), feel just like a collec¬ 
tive personality; they always feel whether the one to whom 
they show their sentiment loves them or not. I have always 
loved them, and I love them still—the thousands I have played 
for through the long years! 

The spirit of an audience depends in no way upon its 
nationality, and this is as true of Europe as of America. In 
Italy I always met the same warmth and touching response from 
my audiences, and although I was touring practically all 
Europe and America at this time, it was not until 1897 that I 
made my first appearance in Italy. My debut in Rome took 
place then. I spent only a few days there, but had a splendid 
reception, the Queen Margherita being present, and I was very 
hospitably received at Court and met many important Italian 
statesmen and artists—and, as always, the statesmen were my 
special interest. It was a very happy time socially as well, and 
there were several banquets given me, which added to a 
brilliant season. 

It was at this time that I met the composer Boito. He was 
the author of several of the librettos of Verdi’s great operas. 
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including “ Othello ” and " Falstaff.” Boito himself also 
wrote a very fine work indeed—the opera “ Mefistofele,’ which 
had a vide popularity. He was a remarkable musician and an 
all-round, extremely well-informed man, very sympathetic in 
appearance, really quite beautiful to look at. Although he was 
already in advanced years, he was still very handsome. Boito 
was present at the banquet which was given me by Roman 
artists under the auspices of the Academy of St. Cecelia and 
Count di San Martino. San Martino was a very important man. 
He was practically head of the entire artistic movement in Italy, 
which gave him an exceptional position. 

This banquet that San Martino gave me was an especially 
agreeable one and I had another glimpse of Italian life on that 
occasion. There were certain people there that I was interested 
to meet, such as Sgambati, the composer, at that time the most 
eminent musician after Verdi; the famous Italian sculptor, 
Monteverde, came, and the archeologist, Boni, was also among 
the guests. He had made very important excavations in the 
Forum. His discoveries, it seems, threw quite a new light on 
Roman history. 

There were two Americans living in Rome then who were 
very popular, both distinguished men in their line. Julian Story, 
the sculptor, originally from Boston, and Marion Crawford, also 
a Bostonian, the very' popular author whose books had an enor¬ 
mous sale. He was a delightful host and the most exclusive 
Roman society was entertained at his house. Story’s son after¬ 
ward married the beautiful Emma Eames. 

This Italian tour was delightful. I had contact with so very 
many stimulating and interesting people, and I found that 
Roman audiences were very sympathetic—really very wonder¬ 
ful, and such a reception was a great joy to the heart, and balm 
to the nerves of an artist. 

On that first visit I played only in Rome. I played for the 
Academy of St. Cecelia three times, I remember. It might 
interest you to know that the Academy is first a school, but most 
of all an institution that organises concerts of importance, and 
gives its sanction to various musical publications, especially on 
the historical development of musical art. 

At the time I played there, they had only a small hall holding 
about 1700 people. They now have a colossal hall called the 
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“ Augusteo.” That hall is circular in form and perfectly tre¬ 
mendous in dimensions, and has something strange about it— 
because it is the tomb of Augustus. I think he still lies there in 
a neighbouring crypt. It is not often, we might add, that a 
concert auditorium is built over the tomb of an emperor. 

On the whole, the Italian audiences are very enthusiastic and 
very noisy, often shouting their pleasure. Personally I cannot 
complain about them, because I am always forced to play many 
encores, but in general the impression I had was that the audi¬ 
ences were very loud, very spontaneous and cordial, but short 
in the duration of their enthusiasm. 

But for the most part, my audiences have been everywhere 
the same, Paris, London, Vienna, Brussels, St. Petersburg, New 
York, Chicago, Boston, always extremely land and demonstra¬ 
tive and enthusiastic. In America, there is a custom with the 
people high up in the galleries to show their enthusiasm in a 
way that is rather discouraging to the European artist, because 
if they are pleased and satisfied, they whistle, and it very often 
sounds like hissing to the poor artist. This, of course, applies 
to the conditions many years ago. Now I think there is not so 
much exuberant enthusiasm. People everywhere have less 
passion about things. 

There is still one amusing incident that occurs to me now in 
connection with Italy, something that happened at my house 
when Boito came to visit me. We had become good friends and 
I always found him delightful, but, like many Italians, 
extremely excitable and exclamatory. His visit to me was at his 
own suggestion—he was passing through Morges and said he 
would like to stop off and stay awhile in my house. I was, of 
course, delighted to have him. This was a long time ago, when 
telephones were just beginning to oppress mankind. 

I went to the station to meet him and, before I could greet 
him even, he burst forth very violently, " Oh, Paderewski, do 
you know Count X ? What a dreadful bore he is—what a bore 1 " 
I tried to divert him, but it was no use. Boito was still in a 
great state of excitement about him. He could think of nothing 
else. 

“ Why,” he said, " wherever I go I must see that man. I 
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have just seen him on the train—he is everywhere, everywhere 
I go. I detest him.” 

" But,” I said, “ what difference does it make?” 

" Oh,” he answered, ** he annoys me so—he upsets me. My 
nerves are all tingling when I see him, and he is always at 
hand, in trains, in hotels, concerts, even when I leave Italy he 
must be leaving at the same time, on the very same train ! 

Of course it was so foolish I did not know what to say, bu 
fortunately, we arrived at the house and his attention was merci¬ 
fully diverted by luncheon. However, he started up again later 
on and then I determined in self-defence to play a little joke on 
him—a joke that perhaps could carry a small criticism and put 
a stop to his obsession. The next day I arranged very carefully 
with the telephone exchange at Morges, and also with my butler, 
that at a certain time he was to come in with a telephone message 
from Count X. And so it came about. We were seated together, 
happily talking , on the terrace when my servant appeared at 
the door and said, “ Pardon, Monsieur Paderewski, but a tele¬ 
phone message has just arrived for Monsieur Boito. It is 
extremely urgent. It is from Count X.” 

” Who?” I said, pretending not to understand the man. He 
repeated very solemnly, “ From Count X for Monsieur Boito. 
C’est tres presse.” 

Poor Boito! He had turned absolutely pale. He was glaring 
at the servant, his eyes fixed in his head. Then the explosion 
came! 

“ Did I not say so? Did I not tell you?” he shouted, jump¬ 
ing from his chair. “ Here he is again. He has pursued me 
even here, to your house, even over the telephone.’ 

Poor Boito was actually trembling with rage. He rushed from 
the terrace, still shouting and talking to himself, and did not 
appear again for several hours. When he returned he was very 
quiet, pathetically so. Later on we had mercy on him and told 
him it was all a joke—a carefully planned joke. Although he 
was very upset and I think a little angry, my little joke had a 
very salutary effect. He accepted the criticism and we did not 
hear anything more of Count X during his visit, which was 
otherwise delightful. 

Nothing particular happened in that year, 1897- I went on to 
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revise ray sketch of the opera, and introduced some changes in 
the libretto to make the action a bit more lively and dramatic, 
and consequently had to write many new songs and change a 
great deal of the musical text. 

I played very little that year, but I had time to complete 
the sketch of my opera and begin the orchestration of it. I had 
been in Dresden, and there, after having played for some chari¬ 
table institutions, again under the auspices of the good 
old Queen of Saxony, I had a talk with the director of the Opera, 
the famous conductor, Ernst von Schuch. He was a conductor 
of genius, especially of the opera. He insisted upon hearing 
some parts of my opera and invited me to give the first perfor¬ 
mance of “ Manru '' in the Royal Opera House in Dresden. 
This I was anxious to do, and determined to finish it quickly. 
On the whole, about two and a half years were spent working 
on it. I could not write continuously and there were intervals in 
which I was entirely out of the mood of the composition, but I 
finally did succeed in scoring the first act. Everything stopped 
then because I had already arranged for a tour in Russia in 
1899. That was my first tour there since the youthful disaster 
twenty years before. 


XIII 


Russian Tour 
I 

J gave three concerts in Warsaw before going to Russia. That 
was practically my first appearance in the city where I had 
studied as a boy, and my first appearance as an artist of reputa¬ 
tion. These three concerts were in mans' ways memorable for 
me, because I was received with exceptional honours on the part 
of my compatriots. Banquets were given, many addresses made, 
and so on, and I found it extremely fatiguing to do both public 
playing and public speaking. But these were all gestures of 
affection and, therefore, very appealing. 

But it was rather pathetic to see some of my old teachers— 
those who had predicted that I would never be a pianist! 
Several of them were still there. The man who said I should 
be a trombone player was no more, but the two piano teachers 
who always assured me I had better become a cobbler than a 
pianist were present and looked extremely proud, as though 
they had said quite the contrary and contributed to my success. 

It was at a banquet that I saw again my former beloved 
teacher of counterpoint and composition, Roguski, to whom I 
shall never cease to be profoundly grateful all the years of my 
life. It was an occasion—for us both. 

The dear old Kemtopfs were there rejoicing, too, and I 
played again on their pianos. That did not help me much in 
producing a good impression. They were not bad pianos 
exactly, but, of course, not on the same level as the Steinway c r 
Erard. It really was a great sacrifice, but I did it gladly. And 
at all my concerts in Poland, I played their pianos, and even 
in Kieff and Odessa. It was a simple acknowledgment of th in 
for a great friendship. But it was hard musically. On th t score 
it was a tragedy. But I made the sacrifice, as I was greatly 
attached to the Kemtopf family, and to Edward Kemtopf went 
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all my gratitude. He was the axis of the whole wheel. He felt 
very happy at my concerts, and he was proud and rejoiced that 
I had justified his faith in me. It was gratifying to a supreme 
degree. 

After that short tour in Poland, I went to St. Petersburg and 
I played there several times. This was in 1899, and, as I have 
said, my first tour in Russia. 

My first concert was with the orchestra, and after that I gave 
three recitals. Those concerts were not only very well attended 
but, artistically too, were extremely successful, though the Con¬ 
servatory, which at that time was the most important musical 
institution of the Empire, founded by the great Anton Rubin¬ 
stein, was absolutely hostile to me. 

I do not know whether it was because I was a Pole, but cer¬ 
tainly they wanted me to realise that no other pianist could 
expect to be appreciated in Rubinstein’s land, and by his de¬ 
voted followers. He was dead, but that cult for his personality 
was still so strong and so faithful that it took the form of a posi¬ 
tive hostility to any other artist, even though he was recognised 
throughout the world. 

The expressions in the press, especially that I was the suc¬ 
cessor of Rubinstein in public favour, and really to be compared 
with him, hurt the feelings of his devotees. For them I was 
simply an intruder. It was realfy unpleasant for me, because, 
whenever I went where there were musicians, they immediately 
began talking about Rubinstein as if they desired to tell me that 
I was not recognised by them, and wanted to show me that they 
were still of the opinion there was no one in the world to com¬ 
pare with Rubinstein. 

The audiences, however, were excellent. I did not have that 
feeling in the concerts. And the press, too, was excellent during 
that first tour. One critic, speaking enthusiastically about my 
performances, said that people who wished to make comparisons 
should remember that a great personality in art was not to be 
compared with anybody but himself, and he added, “ Some 
writers compare Mr. Paderewski with our glorious never-to-be- 
forgotten Rubinstein, saying that he is a second Rubinstein. 
That is wrong, because he is the first Paderewski!” 

There was another writer who had good words to say about 
me, too—Cesar Cui. He was a composer, of Italian origin but 




RUSSIAN TOUR 287 

deSC ^ t He was £ reat] y g if ted in many ways and, as 
V ee ’ dld man y things. He was a general in the army 
- Professor at the Military Academy. He taught the science 
rahrahon and was also a professor in the Conservatory of 
., . c \ A versatile creature! They were in that way remark- 
aDie » those Russian musicians. 

Besides Cesar Cui there were several other musicians of real 
G ent arid importance, who were extremely versatile in their 
■knowledge and even in their profession, I may add. Rimsky- 
irsakoff was not only one of the most prominent Russian com¬ 
posers, but was also a professor in the Naval Academy. Tschai- 
kowsky was a lawyer by education. He was one of the most 
gifted Russian composers and should have a chapter of his 
own—many chapters. I want to speak of him specially but shall 
find a better moment for that. His turbulent life, like that of 
so many of his countrymen, came to a tragic and dreadful end 
at the very height of his powers. 

to Pirn again to my Russian tour and mention of the 
composers I saw then. I recall very pleasantly Davidoff, the 
tamuus 'cellist, who had been a mathematician by profession 
and for some time taught mathematics at the University. 
Borodin, another remarkable Russian composer, was a pro- 
i sor of chemistry. They practised their professions and wrote 
nifeic as well. How different now! A vanished culture. 

.at was a very rich period in Russia. Even Nicholas Rubin- 
■ em, the younger brother of Anton, was an excellent lawyer 
before he started his musical career. 

» 1 Tolstoi, the most famous of all Russians, I did not see 
at And I never wanted to, because he has never been a 
favourite of mine as a writer, nor interested me deeply. 

My favourites among the Russian novelists were Gogol and 
urgenieff. But Turgenieff at that time was practically despised 
} y the pure Russian writers; he was considered as the repre¬ 
sentative of the corrupt West—and corrupted by it. 

Lin m St. Petersburg at that time, and especially at that 
an f 1 ' dlC ^' amiv al season, was something one could never see 
t ihi re . <dse ’ - o give you a picture of it, it will be sufficient 
q a fittle story. 

with J IR 06 occas * nn I was approached by somebody connected 
le Imperial Court to know whether I would like to play 
P.M. j,‘ 
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to his Majesty on a certain date. Of course, I said I would, but 
on that date I was to travel back from Minsk to St. Petersburg 
and could not have been in time. I inquired at the railway 
administration whether I could get a special train for the pur¬ 
pose, in order to be able to fulfil that engagement. The next 
morning I sent my secretary to make the arrangements. He 
returned at ten o’clock in the morning and said the office was 
closed and nobody there. He went again at eleven-thirty and 
returned at twelve and still told me the same story—the office 
was closed and nobody there. I told him to go again. The office 
was opened at one-thirty in the afternoon! Before that every 
one was asleep. It was night life in the full sense of the word ! 
People coming to luncheon, at two or even three, were still 
under the influence of Morpheus, yawning, rubbing their eyes, 
stretching their arms, still sleepy ! 

The engagement to play before the Emperor was put off. 
Some other important ceremony had to take place, and instead 
of that I was invited by a certain General Baron von Stackelberg 
to play with the Imperial Orchestra in its own house, before a 
group of Grand Dukes and their families. Of course, I was in 
St. Petersburg and I was a Russian subject, so I considered that 
invitation an order, and I had to do it—and it proved to be 
extremely interesting, that experience. 

Now, just imagine, in the centre of the city, a particular 
quarter covering perhaps thirty or forty acres, on which were 
several large houses. In one of these lived the director of the 
Imperial Orchestra, Baron von Stackelberg, a most charming 
man, a perfect aristocrat, but what he knew about music, I 
really do not know. He was a general, and therefore he was in 
command of that Imperial Orchestra corps. Then there was 
another smaller house, where the conductor of the orchestra 
lived, and still more houses where the various musicians lived. 
It was a little colony, in fact. It was unique. 

The orchestra was excellent. They had marvellous wood¬ 
wind and brass players. Many of them were foreigners, because 
wood-wind instruments are a particularity of French and 
Belgian musicians. There were excellent strings, too, most of 
them German, though some native musicians were playing also. 
Altogether the orchestra gave me complete satisfaction. 

And now comes the most surprising thing. In spite of that 
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tremendous space and all those buildings, there was actually no 
hall to play in—no place for the orchestra. It was ridiculous. 
We had to play in a long corridor. It was perhaps eighty feet 
long, but narrow, and the acoustics were extremely bad, awful. 

This corridor was in the principal building, which was a 
musical museum with a collection of old instruments. There was 
something also particularly interesting to me in that museum. 
In one of the rooms there was a collection of portraits of famous 
Russian musicians, and while looking at these pictures I sud¬ 
denly found, to my amazement, my own likeness among them, 
made by an artist in Paris. I found several reproductions of 
myself, the name underneath, but nothing added to it. Baron 
von Stackelberg said, “ These bas-reliefs are the last addition 
in this museum. His Majesty was in Paris and accidentally saw 
them, and liked them so much he ordered several to be bought 
and put in this museum.” 

Baron von Stackelberg was pleased to tell me this. But he 
bitterly deplored the fact that with all their spending and the 
tremendous sums of money used for the upkeep of the orchestra, 
them was never a penny to build a proper hall for them to play 
in. And there was nothing he could do about it. The orchestra, 
which contained some eighty players, was a very costly a ffair . 
1 1 was the orchestra for the private use of the Emperor. What 
luxury! 

The philharmonic concerts, on the contrary, where I played 
with the regular symphonic orchestra, were given in a large, 
comfortable hall, and it was in that hall that I afterward gave 
my recitals. But the orchestra of the Czar had no place of its 
own. It was fantastic. 

I may add that on the occasion of my playing with 
the Imperial Orchestra, I met several of the Grand Dukes, 
Vladimir, Boris, and Serge. They were all kind, most courteous, 
but one of them made a very real impression because he was so 
entirely different from the others. It was the Grand Duke 
Constantin Constantinovitch. Quite modest in his bearing, but 
extremely intelligent and exceptionally well informed about 
music and art in general. I had quite a long conversation with 
him, which I thoroughly enjoyed. He was the most intellectual 
of the whole family, perhaps the only one who did not care 
about being a Grand Duke at all, because all his life was devoted 
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to studies of art and of literature. He translated Shakespeare 
into Russian, and was always interested in the works of the 
Russian Academy of Letters. He was an intellectual in every 
respect. 

No, I never had an audience with the Czar. But once as a 
boy at the Conservatory at Warsaw, when I was a member of 
their famous orchestra, we w T ere ordered to play before the Czar. 
After we had played several pieces, I saw, to my horror, the 
Crown Prince, later Alexander III, walking directly towards 
me. I was playing the trumpet in the orchestra. He, it seems, 
was greatly interested in trumpets, because he played the 
trumpet himself. I was a boy then of fourteen or fifteen and 
rather shy. He came straight to me and said very eagerly, 
“ Tell me, what kind of a trumpet do you play, my boy?” 

For answer, I showed him my trumpet. 

“ Oh,” he said, looking at it closely. " This is not like mine. 
Mine is quite different.” He then tapped me on the shoulder 
and went away without another word. My first and last meet¬ 
ing with a Czar of Russia. 

The first concert I played in St. Petersburg was for the bene¬ 
fit of poor students of the Conservatory, but this fact had 
absolutely no influence on them, and they made very hostile 
manifestations against me. They wanted none of me. The last 
concert was chamber music and I played two numbers with 
Auer, the renowned violinist, still a very fine player, and 
Wierzbilowitch, who was a wonderful 'cellist. That concert was 
for the widows and orphans of former professors of the 
Conservatory. 

From St. Petersburg I went on to Moscow. My programme in 
Moscow was similar to that in St. Petersburg. The director of 
those concerts was the director of the Moscow Conservatory, 
Wassili Safonoff, whom you may remember, as he conducted 
for several seasons in New York. He was a remarkable 
musician, a very good conductor, a fine teacher and a very 
delightful man. But he was afflicted with an exceptional thirst, 
which, apparently, was unquenchable—a true Russian. Im¬ 
mediately after the rehearsal, he invited me to luncheon, and 
there I had the first opportunity of seeing to what extent he was 
thirsty and how difficult it was to try to equal him in his effort 
to quench that thirst. It was impossible, in fact. 
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Before luncheon was finished, I was plainly aware of his 

contempt for my inability in that respect. He was really angry 
with me. A true son of Russia, I repeat, and therefore, any 
one who could not equal him in drinking was a contemptible 
person, a weakling. 

He conducted very well at the concert, but evidently had 
dined just beforehand, and I surmised that the horn-blower of 
the orchestra must have been his guest, because during the per¬ 
formance that horn-blower did incredible things! He lifted his 
instrument high in the air, held it as though he were drinking 
from it and behaved altogether like a drunken or crazy man. 
This amazing performance of his continued throughout the 
entire number and completely spoiled my own " Fantasia,” 
which I was playing. 

Safonoff was a terrible fellow in that, like all his countrymen, 
lie could drink without respite. I saw him several times in 
Russia and Poland, in Paris and later in New York and London. 

in London I once invited him to dinner. He accepted, but 
insisted upon being quite alone with us—my wife was with me 
tnen. He said he would be delighted to come. “ But there 
mus t b e I p > other guests. We must be absolutelv alone. I want 
to talk with you to my heart’s content,” he said. “ There is a 
f re at deal to speak about. So naturally I agreed and invited 
him quite by himself. 

Well, he arrived in the best of spirits, but to my surprise did 
not seem at all eager to begin the long and intimate conversation 
with me that he was so anxious for. In fact, his whole attention 
was immediately centred on the drinks. First of all he started 
with cognac, and drank three or four glasses before dinner; he 
just tossed them off. Then came two bottles of white wine and 
one full bottle of claret, two bottles of champagne—yes, I assure 
you, followed by four more cognacs after his coffee. Then, to 
my amazement, he asked for beer and, by actual count, drank 
six large glasses with the greatest gusto. He was built like an 
athlete, a wonderfully strong man. At that time nothing 
affected him—he was just like a rock. What a fellow he was! 
And so lovable, too. 

But to return to the concert. It was well received by the 
audience in spite of the antics of the drunken horn-blower. After 
m Y Polish Fantasia,” however, in whic h he made such a dis- 
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turbance, there was some slight hostile movement in the 
audience, and that movement was towards me. I do not know 
whether it was caused by the behaviour of the horn-blower, or 
by the fact that the composition I was playing was a Polish 
fantasia. There was already in Russia a decided movement of 
particular hatred against the Poles, and I was a Pole. But so 
it was, and it was very disturbing. 

The poor horn-blower is dead, and I have forgiven him long 
ago. Safonoff, too, is dead. I have nothing to forgive him for. 
On the contrary, appreciation of his conducting and the most 
happy and jovial recollections of him. Only once did he fail 
me during the Russian tour, and what happened then showed 
me that, in spite of his friendliness, he did not really want me 
to make a success in Moscow. I have always felt this to be 
true. It may have been for political reasons. I am a Pole, you 
know, or perhaps we may say it was one of those strange con¬ 
tradictions that occur so often in human nature. At any rate, 
this was the case with Safonoff. 

My first recital there was well attended, but not quite as full 
as the St. Petersburg recitals, which were absolutely crowded. 
I looked for Safonoff especially that night and, to my surprise, 
I did not see him. Not until after the recital did he appear, a 
strange figure, indeed, as he was still in his morning suit while 
every one else was in full dress. He had on a shabby little 
waistcoat and was very untidy, I remember. 

“ Well,” he said casually as he greeted me, “ I could not 
attend your recital to-night because my class was so late. I 
could not get there.” 

Now that was not true, I felt sure, but simply an excuse. I 
very much doubted if there were classes at nine o'clock in the 
evening at the Conservatory, and besides my concert was in the 
hall next to the Conservatory and it would have been an easy 
matter for him to come in and hear me play. But I accepted 
his excuse at the time. I thought he was simply out of sorts 
and not in the mood to hear me. But he repeated the same 
thing at my second recital, and at the third again failed to 
attend. He only presented himself at the end of concerts, full 
of apologies and always in that careless, disreputable attire, 
which was a lack of courtesy to every one. I must say I felt 
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the whole incident very deeply. It hurt me. 1 had thought he 
had a different feeling towards me. 

Later on, however, there happened a little incident that ex¬ 
plained to me very clearly the attitude of both Safonoff and the 
hissing audience I have just told you of. One evening a lady 
came to see me in the artists' room. As she approached, I 
recognised her and she said in Polish before I could speak, “Ah, 
Mr. Paderewski, I never, never expected to see you again. 
What a joy for me! What a happiness!” and she cried and 
cried, talking excitedly all the time in Polish. All this is easily 
explained. She was one of my companions and fellow students 
at the Conservatory in Warsaw years before, studying the violin 
when I was a boy there, and I played once in a concert with 
her. I had not seen her for more than twenty years, and she 
was then married to a judge and lived very far away from Mos¬ 
cow. She had actually made a three-days’ hard journey just 
to hear me play again. That was so kind of her, I thought. 
Such rare tributes affect one deeply. I was glad to see her, and 
our meeting was a happy one. 

We had a few moments’ conversation together which came 
to a very sudden and disagreeable end. Safonoff and another 
gentleman, a trustee of the Conservatory, who were standing 
close to us, were the cause of this interruption. The trustee sud- 
den ly turned to Safonoff and said in a loud voice, " Oh, listen 
,o these Poles. Hear them chattering together ! It is always like 
that,’ he went on contemptuously, " always. Wherever they 
are, they insist upon jabbering their awful Polish language/ 

He said all this with an expression of great hatred and con¬ 
tempt. Instantly I turned and faced him, and after a long look, 
I said in perfect Russian, “ You would, perhaps, sir, prefer to 
listen to us speaking in Yiddish ?” 

There was a dreadful moment of silence. They were both 
greatly displeased and somewhat surprised, as they had no idea 
that I spoke Russian. A very unpleasant but significant 
moment. 


II 


The Russian tour was full of such disagreeable moments and 
some of them involved Safonoff. But the most characteristic 
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thing happened at my last appearance, when I had to play again 
for the benefit of the families of deceased professors of the Con¬ 
servatory. It was in the small hall of the Conservatory 7 , holding 
perhaps a thousand people. It was full, and we took our places 
on the platform—the violinist, the 'cellist and myself. The 
moment I appeared, hissing began, loud hissing. I looked at 
my companions and said, " What does it mean ?” The violinist 
answered, " I don't know. I have never seen or heard any¬ 
thing like it in my life, and I cannot understand it. It is an 
outrage." 

Well, the hissing increased and then I said, “ What shall I 
do? This is unbearable." 

At that very moment Safonoff appeared, as usual in his 
shabby little coat, for which I began to think he had a special 
fondness. But his entrance in the hall seemed to make no 
difference—the disturbance continued, and it was apparently 
directed towards me. Then I decided something must be done 
immediately to put a stop to it. I rose and turned to Safonoff, 
who was Director of the Conservatory and responsible for the 
concert, and addressed him personally. I spoke in very good 
Russian and said in a loud voice so that every one in the hall 
could near, Mr. Safonon, I cannot play in this hall while this 
disturbance is going on." 

But why? What disturbance?" 

' Do you not hear that—that hissing?” 

Oh, yes," he said, " I hear it, but do not pay any atten¬ 
tion to that. It doesn't matter.” 

But I have to pay attention to what the public does when 
I am playing. Therefore, unless the hissing is stopped I shall 
not play. You must send for the police and put your house in 
order.” 

“ What," he cried, " send for the police! Surely you do not 
mean that." 

" Yes, I do mean it, and if you do not do it I shall be obliged 
to do it, and stay here and wait for the police. If they do not 
appear I shall then put on my coat and return to my hotel.” 

Safonoff glared at me. “ And," I continued, “ if any of the 
newspaper correspondents ask me why I was unable to give 
this concert, I shall tell the truth: ' Because at the Conservatory 
of Moscow I have been hissed for the first time in my life! 
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While attempting to play for the benefit of the widows and 
ipnans of former Conservatory professors, I have been literally 

hissed off the stage!’" 

“ What! You won't do that!” he shouted; " it would dis¬ 
grace me, kill me—kill me." 

. lt woul d wot kill you," I answered, " but it would cer¬ 
tainly be very unpleasant for you.” 

lit then tried to make some little jokes and induce me to 
change my position. But I held my ground. 

V’, 1 said * no « 1 shali wot move until I see a police- 

Tlus argument lasted for a good fifteen minutes and in front 
ot the audience, interspersed with their continued hisses It 
tna% ended by his sending for the police. The audience was 

not hissing then. They had quieted down, as I had already left 
the stage. ~ 

Well, the policeman came. There were several of them. On 
jeir arrival I went back again, quite alone, to the platform. 

li re SalUted When 1 a PP eared and said, “ We are 

house her- Thc> f °° 1 d £or a few minutes at attention and the 
was^ QUiet - Then 1 P la y ed - The audience 

1 hf h v U * ^ mus 't sa y- Their attitude was most sym- 
1 *h c j ' ” u . ' 1 . as n °t the whole audience that had made 

■ LrilK r- " usual minority- -tht several 

p i * mer | ' v 0 tad not dare show their hostility against me, 

a Pole, except m a crowd. It is always so. 

• . 6 co ^ cer t was a great success, and afterwards Safonoff, 
rf .J ough nothing had happened, invited me most 

ec onately to supper, and of course I went. There was no 
way out °f it. Safonoff was in high good humour, most con- 
v'e i'™ WC £ay ' and our odier companion, the 'cellist, was 
6 Pity drunk and in a pitiable condition. He imbibed 
quen y and constantly. We were in the finest restaurant in 
the , T^watage. I do not remember how many bottles 
1 1 drank—so many I completely lost count. I only 
em " r , d - : d his last bottle was half champagne and half cog- 
• ' an d he wanted me, in fact implored me, to drink that 
I L P' _ f wsidering his condition, I of course accepted the glass 

* o ered me, but threw the contents over my shoulder and he 
was never the wiser. 
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In all this revel, Safonoff led. In fact it was he who had the 
great idea of mixing champagne with cognac. What a fellow 
he was! It was all very merry and he never even mentioned 
the tragic incidents of the evening. Never. Everything was 
completely forgotten. 

We remained there in that restaurant until six o clock in the 
morning, doing nothing but talking nonsense and drinking. I, 
of course, was as sober as I am now. I only took what was 
convenient to me. The rest I threw away, but no one noticed it. 
They were too—happy! Some glasses were emptied by my 
secretary, who could drink almost as much as Safonoff, he being 
a good German. 

This is a long story about Safonoff and, amusing as it is in 
spots, it has a deeply tragic side. There is still one thing I must 
add, a little tribute, a few words more about Safonoff as a con¬ 
ductor and a man. After long nights of revel and constant abuse 
of alcohol—in spite of all that, he was at the first hour of the 
morning always at his desk as Director of the Conservatory. 
He never failed. He was always there at his post, the first of 
all. Extraordinary fidelity', energy, and a great sense of duty 
and responsibility were his. He performed all his duties in a 
most exemplary way. These are outstanding qualities and they 
were among the noble qualities of Safonoff. Qualities I shall 
always cherish in my memory of him. 

During my stay in Moscow, I stopped at a hotel called the 
Slavinski Bazaar. It was an absolutely Russian institution and 
it was an unbearable place. It was Carnival time when I arrived 
and I did not at first notice anything particularly. I took my 
luncheon at a restaurant, and saw, immediately upon entering, 
a very curious object—a perfectly enormous basin in the centre 
of the room, which was as big as a hall, and this basin was full 
of large fish swimming about. I was somewhat surprised at the 
sight and asked the waiter why the fish were there and why 
they were so enormous. 

“ Oh,” he answered, " that is very easily explained. Some 
of our wealthiest clients like to order fish soup. It is a great 
delicacy here, and it is a custom of the people in Moscow and 
Central Russia to order the soup from the live fish. Here,” he 
said, “ in our hotel,” pointing with great pride to the basin, 
“ our wealthy clients are able to select their own fish. They go 
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and look into the basin, point out the fish (usually the largest 
they can find) and order the soup. These fish are called sterlet. 
And, he continued, sometimes one particularly large, hand¬ 
some fish costs twenty to thirty roubles!” 

W 11, his long and detailed explanation was very satisfactory 
and I had the opportunity during my luncheon of seeing a num¬ 
ber of people hurry up to the basin and select their victim. 

Apart from that, the evening passed uneventfully enough 
until midnight, and then, just as I was about to sleep, I sud¬ 
denly heard: 

Hoch soli er leben! 

Dreimal hoch! 

I was startled and said, " What on earth does this mean ? I 
am in Russia, and yet I am awakened by the singing of a Ger¬ 
man toast.” There was an enormous crowd of people there 
and they kept on singing that toast, and various others, until 
seven o'clock in the morning. It was awful. And then, to add 
to my troubles, the next day promptly at twelve o’clock the 
shouting began again. 

I was impossible to sleep and I sent mv secretary downstairs 
to inquire what could be done. “ Go at'once,” I said, " and 
squire into this. If it is just some special festivity they are 

%i sbrating, we will stay on in these rooms, but if it is their way 
o? a orating the Carnival every night, we must move at once.” 

He returned in a few minutes and said, " Well, we must take 
oths r rooms, for it seems there are many old Germans living in 
Moscow and they axe all celebrating the Carnival and will con¬ 
tinue to for many days. It will be the same wherever we go.” 
Under these circumstances it seemed useless to move. 

So I was practically a prisoner in my apartment; but one 
night just before my last recital, I said, “ I cannot stand this 
eatir ; in the same room any longer. Let us go somewhere else 
outside. ’ So my secretary and I went to the Hotel Metropole. 
It was very full, of course, and they were all In the full swing 
of the Carnival celebration, day and night. After a little recon- 
noitering, I inquired if I might have a private room. The pro- 
pn for came to speak to me. He knew who I was, and said, 

Why. certainly, Mr. Paderewski, we will let you have a room 
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with pleasure, and,” he added very graciously, “ a room with 
a piano in it, too.” 

“ Oh,” I cried in horror, " my dear sir, 1 have just run away 
irom the piano! I do not want a room with a piano in it, cer¬ 
tainly not.” 

“ Well,” he laughed jovially, “ you need not mind this 
piano. My piano will not disturb you.” He then led me to the 
private room. It was a beautiful room with a fine upright piano. 
“ Here, Mr. Paderewski,” he said, ” is the room I can offer 
you, and there is the piano.” 

I was rather amused at all this and said, " What kind of a 
piano is it? I must see.” So I opened it and tried a note. No 
response. Then another note. No response. Then still another 
two or three notes. Not a sound! The piano was absolutely 
dumb, useless. I began to laugh and to see the joke of the 
proprietor. A few minutes later he returned to take my order 
and then I said, “ Please tell me your reason for having this 
piano here.” 

“Piano!” he exclaimed. “Piano! Ah, Mr. Paderewski, 
that is not a piano. That is a gold mine!” 

“ Why, what do you mean?” I said, pretending to be very 
much surprised. 

“ I will tell you,” he answered, lowering his voice and speak¬ 
ing in the greatest confidence. “ Perhaps you do not know our 
Moscow merchants, and their young sons in particular. They 
are very wild and they are tremendously rich, too, these people, 
and they do not know what to do with their money. When they 
get drunk, they become very violent; they will do anything. 
First of all, they try to break everything that is breakable, 
plates, glasses, bottles, chairs, tables, mirrors—everything in 
the room is broken. When they cannot break anything more, 
they order champagne in great quantities and pour that cham¬ 
pagne into the piano. Yes, Mr. Paderewski, they pour practi¬ 
cally all the champagne into the piano. Then, of course, they 
ask for the bill, and naturally, I charge the regular price for 
champagne and then make an extra charge, a very large charge, 
sir, for the destruction of my beautiful piano. So you see I am 
quite right in saying my piano is a gold mine !” 

Life was very extravagant in Russia at that time. Extrava¬ 
gant and sumptuous in the way they did things, beyond any- 
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thing I have ever experienced. I am speaking now of the 
aristocracy, of course, and the rich tradespeople and pro¬ 
fessionals of certain classes. The serfs (or peasants) were poor 
and downtrodden then as now. But in spite of all this extrava¬ 
gance and riotous living, the Russians always seemed to me like 
deaf and dumb people. They spoke with caution and in 
whispers in the streets—they were afraid of the police even then. 
In fact, the aspect of the whole country was the same as now, 
they dared not express an opinion, they could have no political 
opinions—they must remain silent. And there was absolutely 
no gaiety among them, no real gaiety, no laughter, no smiles. 
It was only when they were drunk that they became perfectly 
irresponsible. The country was so gloomy, so sad, so desperate, 
so vast. Every one was afraid of his own shadow, even in 
Carnival time. 

The Russians are a very strange people. They are gifted, 
very gifted—still one never quite gets to the depths of the Russian 
character. First of all, they are fatalistic. They are a little bit 
Oriental, you know, and they are very curious about their 
relations with people. They are too polite, too kind, too 
exuberant, especially when they drink a little. When they 
realise that they have gone too far, that something may be ex¬ 
pected of them, they begin to withdraw; they become suddenly 
autious, which of course gives the impression that they are 
false, which is not quite correct. No, they are not exactly false 
in my opinion. They simply try to retract a little when they 
realise they have been too confidential, too intimate, and that 
is quite natural. You know that is absolutely characteristic of 
all Oriental people. It is an Oriental trait. They are sometimes 
too amiable; they always like to appear as a friend, to make a 
constant impression of charm and courtesy and fine gesture. 

As a people, Russians are remarkably musical. One is con¬ 
stantly aware of it. They are a gifted and complex race in spite 
° a certain primitiveness. Yes, I found everything in Russia 
complex, but interesting. I was always deeply interested in 
Russian literature, that is, certain Russian writers. At that time 
my favourites were Gogol, and, as I've mentioned, Turgenieff. 
Tolstoi did not interest me so much. But his works were not 
without influence on the coming Revolution. Besides being a 
great novelist, he pretended to be a social reformer, and his 
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writings contributed much to the formation of that spirit of more 
equitable distribution of wealth among the people. He struck 
the first note. When he was about sixty, we are told, he sud¬ 
denly renounced all claim to his great estates, though at that 
time he continued to live on in the same manner. Although he 
was in a great state of agitation over social conditions, it was 
not until many years later, when he was over eighty, that he 
actually left his home and lived among the peasants. He had, 
however, taken the precaution, if I may say so, to will all his 
property to his wife. 

There are many conflicting stories about Tolstoi, and I am 
not prepared to say more than is generally known to the public. 
He was a provocative figure in Russia. In my opinion there 
was a certain hypocrisy in his living and in his acting; he was 
posing very much, it seemed to me. 

I saw again on that Russian concert tour the brilliant Madame 
Essipoff. She was already divorced from Leschetizky and was 
professor of music at the Conservatory at St. Petersburg. 
Madame Essipoff was no longer young, but she was still fine- 
looking and always brilliant, and enjoyed a great success there 
as a professor. She had already stopped her career as a pianist. 

Directly after the Russian tour I went to England, where I 
was to give a few concerts, and then on to Leipzig, not to play, 
but to fulfil my duty as a godfather to one of Niidsch's children. 
That was after he had been in the United States as conductor 
of the famous Boston Symphony Orchestra. After leaving 
America, he became director of the Opera at Budapest. 


XIV 


Home in Switzerland 


The Russian tour had been very strenuous, and the concert 
engagements that followed, equally so. But I had now a place 
to go after these great concert seasons, a place of repose, my 
own home. Two years before, I had bought this place, Riond- 
Bosson, at Morges, and it filled and satisfied a deep and long- 
felt want in my life. At last there was a piece of land of my own 
that I could keep. The other properties, as you will remember, 
were sold almost as quickly as they were bought. But this was 
different—this house became a home at once, and so it has re¬ 
mained ever since. 

I was advised by my physicians to find a quiet place with 
a fine park or garden for my son, who was still ill, very ill. The 
Chalet Riond-Bosson, Morges, was advertised for rental. I 
heard of it first through that dear friend, the Princess Bran- 
covan, who thought it would suit my requirements. It was 
indeed a lovely spot, with a magnificent view of the Mont Blanc 
across Lake Geneva. From the terrace window it rises in all 
its majesty and splendour. Riond-Bosson is about a mile from 
the picturesque old town of Morges, near Lausanne. 

Well, I liked the place and rented it at once. My poor boy 
was very happy here. It appealed to him from the first. As 
he was a confirmed invalid then, unable to walk, his life here 
was easily managed, and this great room, opening on to the 
terrace as it does, flooded with sunshine and beauty, was a 
favourite spot with him. 

I spent a year here and the following summer was notified 
tha t the place was about to be sold to some one who had applied 
i r it, but that they would give me preference if I wished to 
iiave it. As my son was so happy here, I decided quickly and 
bought it at once. 


301 





302 THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

It was two years later, in the spring of 1899, that I married 
for the second time. 

And now we come to a moment, a very difficult moment in 
my life, for it is something I dislike extremely to speak about, 
not only because it is a very delicate and intimate thing, but 
also and mostly because it was the consequence of a divorce, 
and in principle I am and always have been very much against 
divorce. I consider that people at this particular time are already 
making a kind of sport, I should say a habit, of divorce. It has 
become almost an institution, particularly in America. For many 
people there is no denying the fact that divorce Is only another 
opportunity for going into a new relationship perhaps, a new 
amusement, a new marriage. My feeling about divorce is and 
always has been very strong. I am unutterably opposed to it, 
and yet in the face of all that belief and sentiment it was a 
divorce that made possible my second marriage. 

This new relationship played a strong part in my life and 
therefore it has a place in this story. When my poor boy was 
so ill, almost helpless, in fact, after much experimenting and 
being taken from one grandparent to another, he was finally 
put under the care of the Gorski family, friends of mine from 
student days, particularly Gorski himself, an excellent violinist 
with whom I once went on tour. But it was Madame Gorska 
who took care of my son; she cared for him during all those years 
like a mother. He became attached to her naturally and was 
thankful for her attention and her care altogether. 

At that time the Gorskis lived in Paris and I was a frequent 
guest at their house. I saw my son every day during my Paris 
sojourns and I cannot deny that I was very much touched and 
also attracted by Madame Gorska. And that attachment 
developed into love. I can only say it like that, very simply. 
Gorski himself saw and realised this and was the first to ask for 
the divorce. It was a difficult time for every one, a time of 
tension and emotion, but I can say now that Gorski was a noble 
man and a very loyal one. 

Divorce, as you know, is not admitted by the Roman Catholic 
Church, so there was only a possibility of an annulment of the 
marriage and it was done the more easily because Madame 
Gorska had contracted her first marriage when she was very 
young and without the permission of her father. It was merely 
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wasffiTbasf^ T*?? " hiC , h had n0t beCn observed and which 
^ less than * OT ^ ' Imul , ment of her marriage to Gorski, and 

accomplthed /r f* ** dedsi ° n by Gorski * was ab a " 
saw. P h d faCt and We were marri ed in May, 1899, in War- 

w That same year I went again to America, this time with my 
covering- th ^T i™ ??? ^ a hundred concerts, not only 

arSco 'h f * e Umt " d States ' but even g°mg a * far 

as Mooeo and that was a rather eventful journey. At first I 
was stopped a, the frontier by the customs officiate, to explain 

piano and S t h an rr g ^ Pmn ° S f ° r my concerts ’ one the grand 
pmno and the other my usual upright piano, in the private car 

As I could not speak Spanish at that time, 1 should probablv 

tav e elW n in1hr d f ° r "° me had n0t an Ame rican officer, 

tothelffiorffie iwra am * COme . to my rescue an d explained 
, ontl p s that the second piano was not for sale but for 

complain ^ and knowin S President Diaz, he would 

treatment it? “ 1 3ufiercd discourteous 

le< me go at once, ** '****’ *** 

and there 2m 5 “’ l ' lrou ® h the delay, had already gone 

for my concert e icevtTn ft* ° f reachin g Mexico Cily in time 
I took the sneffi.wV take , a Special fram. which I had to do. 
for Mexico I We arrived* 7 “ had f ° e ° at an un usual speed, 
stations (the railwav i Jr a J. one pf^those very highly situated 
when suddenly ' 1 1S f^mbing higher and higher all the time) 
private car f t’/ grt at sbock came. One of the wheels of our 
indeed ° ’ see ms, and fell off at the station. It was, 

be an s-K oriunate circumstance that there happened to 

on. -1 a" r man car there, for they took a wheel off that 
Citv hnt bU J t 0n ours at on ce. We arrived safely in Mexico 
onlv twr lnstead °f being there a day beforehand, I arrived 
Upon ° UrS b bjre t be concert. It was a perilous trip, 
the citv r r t - arriva1 ’ we f° und ad the representative people of 
with a i 1 - t& ® ree t us - ft was a huge crowd and very gay, 

Spaniard a ™ ln g wa y of showing hospitality, just like the 
I ’ wbo a p e always very demonstrative, 
before m tW ° recitaIs . and they were very pleasant. Shortly 
the Pt l ‘\ S °P d re cital, on the same day, I was notified that 
siaent wished to see me, and, though at that time I had 


U 






304 THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

no knowledge of Spanish and we had to have an interpreter, I 
had a great impression of Porfirio Diaz. He was indeed a 
remarkable man. As long as he was there the country was 
orderly and prosperous. He was just the man for those people, 
an iron-handed man. At that time there were no bandits—there 
was perfect peace and order in the whole country. It is an 
interesting, beautiful country and very rich. But it remains 
still what old Humboldt once called it, a beggar. " Mexico, 
he said, “ is a beggar sitting on a bag of gold.” Unforgettable 
words. 

There was nothing of particular interest during that American 
tour. It was just a regular and successful tour like so many 
others that I have to be thankful for. The only unusual thing 
that happened was in San Francisco. My concerts there were 
booked by a theatrical manager, Mr. Friedlander, who was a 
very nice man, but rather peculiar in his methods. When I 
arrived in San Francisco from Mexico, I found my concerts 
advertised very strangely, so modestly, so humbly even, as to 
give the impression that either the tickets were all sold, or that 
he had no faith in my success. On reading the advertisements 
more closely, I noticed that indeed his faith in the possibility 
of my achieving a success was absolutely nil, because he had 
suddenly reduced all the tickets to half my usual price! 

I immediately asked Mr. Friedlander to come and see me. 
He preceded his visit with a splendid basket of flowers for my 
wife. When he finally appeared, upon my question as to why 
he had done such a thing, he said, " Well, I did it in order to 
protect you and to safeguard my own interests as well.” I was 
astounded. 

“ How do you mean, to protect my interests and to safeguard 
your own, you reduce all the prices one half ? Why: ” 

“ Because,” he explained, " because this is your second visit 
to San Francisco, remember, and in my entire theatrical ex¬ 
perience I have never yet seen any one able to repeat a 
success!” 

Well, I was speechless in the face of such an absurdity. It 
was ludicrous. You know what an impression it makes on the 
public when they see that an artist, whom a few years before 
they paid four or five dollars to hear, can now be heard for two 
dollars. It was not so much the question of my material in- 
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terests, but was the question of my dignity. I protested 

' C< ir fv, ' V ' ^ was 1°° 1° actually do anything, because 

tl 1 !C bcbei> were sold and we could not then raise the price, 
ine house was only half full, naturally. It was a very painful, 
ut fortunately only a local, downfall. 

Alter the concert, Friedlander hurried back to the dressing 
iuom. You see,” he cried triumphantly, “ you did not fill 
g all. It was just as I said. If we had asked your former 

*ii lC i S ;, yOU would I )r °hably have had only a quarter of the hall 
tilled. 


t • y ougn ’ ne see med quite happy about it, even 
though it was his loss as well as mine. I saw that it was hope¬ 
less, no use arguing, and so I let it pass. I will only add that 
upon my return to San Francisco several years afterwards, 
under a different manager, I played to sold-out houses. 

In connection with the lowering of prices, I must tell you 
anc iher amusing experience in my career, the only time I can- 
cci,: d a concert, two in fact, when not being forced to do so by 

thesfmrH a T dent ' But 1 deliberatel y and wilfully cancelled 
these particular concerts. I refused to play them. 

eaohZZr" ff'T’V" T— and P - -• »>*h are near 
after hut/in m , a there before, and several times 

concerts v * & ^ dcular occasion the management of both 

retire'. r ^ 0 a * oca l agent who had applied for it. My 
„ onr l f • , Ve f u L° ndon was then Mr. Adlington, who was a 
• , n , °~ mme - He was a musician himself and a good 

.t • £ :r ‘ Affer retiring from teaching, he wanted some- 

Maye r ° ° &n< ^ boug U fh© rights of representing me from Daniel 

He was not then experienced in the managerial business and 
th man wbo a PP^ ed f° r the privilege of handling 

,' c ’° re citals. He did not know that in those small places 

ck, are competitions, rivalries, and all kinds of little conflicts 

,5 dle local people; so he completely trusted that agent, 
Mr. Blank. 

'When I arrived at the hotel in T-, I looked at the 

announcement as to the hour, and well, I could hardly believe 
mj eyes, I was so astounded at what I saw. The announcement 
rea ' Paderewski, the famous and distinguished artist,” etc.. 
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etc., and then went on in still larger letters, “ Mr. Blank’s prices 
for this celebrated pianist are but half his former prices." 

I was simply aghast! I sent my secretary at once to Mr. 
Blank and said that I could not at all understand the advertise¬ 
ment of my concert, that it was absolutely without reason and 
that I would not, under any circumstances, appear. I was can¬ 
celling the concert. My decision was irrevocable and I refused 
to change it. 

Then began a terrible campaign against me in the London 
newspapers. Mr. Blank survived the event with great difficulty 
because they made of him a laughing-stock. I think he intended 
to make a lawsuit, but there was a little correspondence between 
his lawyer and my manager, Mr. Adlington, and evidently there 
was no difficulty in convincing his lawyer that it was Mr. Blank’s 
fault because he should not have advertised me in such an un¬ 
dignified manner. 

But the campaign against me was especially interesting as it 
was started by two piano-makers whose pianos I had never 
played and would never play. They began the attack in the 
press, but it soon died out. The public understood. Since then 

I have played several times in T- and in P—— and 

had veiy pleasant recitals. 

But there were also really dangerous moments in my life as 
an artist. Once in California I played in a little town called 
Santa Cruz. It was in a small theatre. The house was full and 
many people were unable to get admission. Some boys, in¬ 
terested in the crowd but not in the concert, climbed up to the 
roof of the theatre. On the roof were various objects, it seems, 
among them some heavy iron bars. I do not know how it 
happened. It was not done wilfully. I'm sure children would 
not be so cruel as that, but an iron bar fell through the roof, 
perhaps sixty feet. It crashed through the ceiling (there was 
probably an open skylight there) and hit the edge of the piano 
with great force, striking close to my hands. If it had been just 
a few inches nearer, it would have killed me at once. The 
audience jumped to their feet, but, seeing that I was quiet and 
unhurt, that I did not move at all and went on playing, they 
thought all was well; they did not realise that I had had such 
a narrow escape from death. 

Another accident, which proved not to be an accident at all 
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but simply a fear on my part, is such a characteristic story of 
e Vest, that it is worth telling, even now. 

• * happened in Dallas, Texas, where there was a great gather- 

ing o:L the Confederate soldiers from the South, many thousands 
° , lem '. ^ ie c ^ty °f Dallas, which was very progressive and 
en 'Prising* built a special hall for the occasion. It was an 
enormous wooden hall and held about seven thousand people. 
I was invited by the Reunion Committee to give a concert there. 
7 haa to take a special train from Chicago to reach the place 
m time and when I arrived in the morning I saw, to my amaze- 
mer s ;, that the hall was not yet finished. Everything was in a 
Elsie of wild confusion. It reminded me of the World’s Fair 
years before. Wood, shavings, and sawdust covered every¬ 
thing. The workmen and many people were walking about 
smoking and carelessly dropping their cigar and pipe ashes into 
the shavings. I was terrified at the sight. Fire seemed 
inevitable. ' How can I play here,” I thought, " under the 
cucuinstances ? ’ I became very nervous about it, I confess, 
and was really convinced that there would be a terrific fire. 
flll ex P erience altogether and I was so fear- 

me direchnn F t gaVe my faithful Marcel, who was with 
was to hp h, /^? Wl [ at t0 do ‘ M y wi fe, who was also there, 
started TT u * ^ him to look out for her if fire 

of some rQf W °+ U 1 ma i nage f° r myself. I felt so sure, you see, 

‘ . as ro Ph e because the danger seemed to increase as 

time went on. 


ere was a kind of enclosed verandah on both sides of the 
ui ing where the old soldiers were walking about constantly, 
an ™ ere beds were prepared for them to sleep in at night. It 
| VaS 1 a ® r< at turmoil and confusion. The old veterans, smok- 
ng constantly, roamed about and sat wherever they wanted to, 
V7 01 dlem fell asleep in the aisles, 
all 6 dragged through somehow and I was assured that 
wou be ready for the concert that night. I had to accept 
hall* ^° UrSe ,’ ^ f bad grave doubts. When I arrived at the 
. 3 f *®bt o clock, I saw that a great many of the seats were 

fc Unoccupied * at least a couple of thousand, and I had to wait 
, r rai1 rom other parts of Texas with people coming especially 
° ‘ end fbe recital. These trains were late, it seems, and the 
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concert must be delayed. There was no help for it, and so we 
were very late, indeed, in starting. 

I was just beginning to play the great Polonaise of Chopin, 
when suddenly I heard wild shouting, which seemed to my 
nervous and excited ears to be cries of “ Fire!” I thought the 
shouts were those of panic, that the fire had really started and 
that we were lost. But, fortunately, such was not the case. The 
shouts were merely war cries coming from the old soldiers, those 
happy old veterans of other days, who had fallen asleep in the 
aisles. My crashing Chopin chords had awakened them, 
apparently, and they mistook me for a military band ! Still half 
asleep, memories of the old days came back to them, and they 
sprang to their feet and began shouting their battle cries. It 
lasted only a minute or two, but it was an eternity to me, 
although I kept right on playing. 

When I saw that the audience was quiet, I understood that 
there was really nothing to be alarmed about. The people evi¬ 
dently, who were near the sleeping veterans, could distinguish 
what their shouting meant. Their cries were “Hooray! 
Hooray! Hooray!”—instead of " Fire ! Fire! Fire!” 

So I finished the recital without any accident and with great 
satisfaction, because the audience was extremely enthusiastic 
and remained for a long time asking for more. It was a great 
event. It could happen only in the America of many years ago. 

And now to my own affairs a moment. My opera was still 
unfinished and calling me. I was in a great hurry to go on with 
the work and I started the orchestration. I must say that rarely 
did I do any work with greater interest and pleasure. What¬ 
ever may be the shortcomings of that opera, those of which I 
know and those of which I am completely ignorant, I am thank¬ 
ful to say that the orchestration, even when I look back at it 
after so many years, gives me complete satisfaction. 

I finished it in January, 1901, and immediately proceeded on 
a short concert tour to Nice and Monte Carlo, and then to Rome, 
where I had to play again for the Academy of St. Cecilia, and 
in a private concert for Queen Margherita. 

After that came a short tour in Spain, which, however, I could 
not finish, having been recalled from Bilbao by the news of my 
son’s death. He was away from home undergoing a certain 
treatment of which we both had high hopes at that time. The 
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sudden ending of his brief, mutilated span of life came with 
shocking force to me. I had still hoped there was help for him 
somewhere. Death put an end to that hope. I took his body 
to hie Cemetery of Montmorency, near Paris, a cemetery sacred 
to my countrymen, where eminent Poles were buried in the days 
of the emigration. Chopin lies there and Mickiewicz, our 
national poet. There I buried my son Alfred—not yet twenty- 
one. 


II 

It was a blessing for me that I had work to do then, that I 
was forced to work and could plunge into the final details of 
my opera, which was soon to be produced. So life went on 
again. The score and the parts of “ Manru ” had already been 
sent to Dresden and I went there immediately. The date of the 
first performance was approaching and we were deep in re¬ 
hearsals, with the usual difficulties of rewriting and rearrange¬ 
ments. I worked with all the singers, and many of them wanted 
ie usual complete change ” in their parts, demanding not 
only ™ Uslcal but dramatic change as well. The old story. 

,, die opera was originally written in German, 

erewas the necessity of a translation and adaptation of music 
5 0 . * ex t' as the opera was to be performed in Lwow and 

racow immediately after the Dresden performance. So I was 

‘ 0 v,or -' : on that too, and I was busy day and night, but 
that work was a godsend. 

For the first performance (May 29, 1901) there was a very 
mge gathering of people from many countries. There came the 
od master, Leschetizky, from Vienna—that was charming. 

Joseph Joachim from Berlin. There came, too, several of 
uij o d friends from Warsaw, friends from Paris and from Lon- 
on ‘ Ihere were even some American friends present, who 

were at that time in Europe. 

• j e t Jreinj ere proved to be a decisive success, if one has to 
]u ge by the number of following performances. 

ot? r on during that summer, Madame Sembrich attended 
??* the performances with Maurice Grau, director of the 
Metropolitan Opera in New York, and they decided to produce 
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Manru the next season. Bandrowski, at that time a verv 
popular tenor in Germany, had studied the principal part and 

? ered ^ s ^ lce f to Mr - Grau. I was glad to recommend him, 
because he fully deserved it. 

Manru was produced with Bandrowski and 
some other excellent artists under the direction of the conductor 
bpetnno in Lwow, and then in Cracow. There were in the first 
season thirty performances of the work in Lwow and about ten 
in Cracpw. All of which was very gratifying. 

That summer of that year we spent on my estate in Austrian 
1 oiand. It was very close to Cracow, and I had the opportunity 
oi going to each performance of my opera from that little estate. 

1 was satisfied with the Dresden premiere. It was a very fine 
one Not of course, that every singer was of the highest order. 

ut the chief characteristic of the Dresden Opera was that 
although the principal singers were not to be compared with 
those wonderful artists at the Metropolitan and Covent Garden 
the ensemble and the harmony between the solo singers, the 
orchestra, and the chorus, were absolutely perfect. Nothing 
could have been better. 6 

During my stay in Dresden—we are still in 1901—I had to 
play in one orchestral concert given for the benefit of the Opera 
orchestra. I played no better and no worse than usual, but as 
my opera was m rehearsal, some of the local critics found many 
faults with my playing, and were evidently very glad to air 
„ r °P imons - They were full of complaints and criticism. 
vVhat a pity, one paper commented, " that Paderewski 
is now composing, for he is no more a great pianist.” Another 
critic wrote even more strongly. He said, " It is to be deeply 
regretted that Paderewski’s time is now being devoted to com¬ 
position, because his piano playing is being neglected and evi¬ 
dence of this neglect was very manifest at his concert 
yesterday, and so on. 

Ah, well, it was human nature. 

Evidently Joachim was not of that opinion, because he asked 
me to play with him that summer in Bonn, the birthplace of 
Beethoven, where some chamber music concerts were given in 
honour of his memory. There were five of them, and I was so 
glad to take part in that solemnity. 

I played several chamber music works, Beethoven, Brahms, 
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n Um , ann ’ and 80 on, and besides in every concert I played 

tn *f° ° num ^ er - Musicians from all parts of Germany came 
to these concerts. 

SnJ ! f thG Tu St COT f ert ’ 1 P la y fcd Schumann’s F Sharp Minor 
. the performance must have produced quite an im- 
pression, because, after the concert, a gentleman came to me 
,? ln oduced himself as a Mr. Krebs, and his expression of 
enthusiasm over my performance of the Schumann Sonata was 
?! . y unbounded It is hardly possible to repeat all the super- 

hS ? !!v, USe ?', He C ° Uld n0t say enough in P raise of mv plav- 
» YnJ Kl 001 Wh ° he was until Joachim said to me later, 
t."-' Paderewski, you have achieved a tremendous 
tiiumph to-day, as Krebs is one of the ablest and most severe 

n J ClS ™ B S n ‘ wil1 glve you a splendid notice, I am sure.” 

And he did applaud and approve me after the first concert 

t0 hiin tl f n t0 be su P erior t0 anything he had ever 
heard, and master of my art. And so he wrote next day in his 
citocism in the Tag, the newspaper for which he was writing 
At the next concert I played Beethoven’s Sonata Opus -. 

vsr-'Sis 

Sonata was simply a revelation I h P aymg ° f Beeth oven’s 

“- d - - 

sight of him until 1 *' ^ rcbs did aot appear, and I lost 

dffiedi ™ ,? e very end of ‘he Festival. But it was not 
in , ^ aS ° n - You must realise that I wa., still 

there a ^‘ , .°^ die Ber hu press since my refusal to play 
t WlUch . 1 have alrea dy told you. I constantly had 
me for n m i telr ammosit y* and even enmity, which pursued 
proved arto any . years - Kreb s was a Berlin critic, and he ap- 
An order w; * - Uded me ' Then the usuaI thing happened, 
favourable critf Ven ’ evidently from headquarters, not to write 
all other concert t a ^ out me and immediately thereafter in 
player, it was S . became suddenly just a mediocre piano 

in his heart fpit -F* y ’ and * am sure P oor Mr. Krebs deep down 
It Was v Ielt h very much. 

first apnear- t ^ sdc *he Berlin press, which, since my 

c * there in 1890, had disapproved of me. It still 
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rankled that, in spite of their severe verdict, I was enjoying 
success and recognition everywhere. 

There was a very interesting incident at that last concert at 
which I played Schumann's Sonata for Violin with Joachim. 
The unfortunate thing about that Sonata is that it is printed in 
such a way that in the playing of it, the turning of the pages 
presents the greatest difficulty. The violin part has to be turned 
without any interruption, so we first had a rehearsal which went 
all right. After we had finished, Joachim said to me, “ Now the 
only tiling we must be afraid of at the performance is the turning 
of the page. Let us hope it will be all right because I have 
arranged for a very good musician to do this.” But it was not 
all right. The person who was attending to this momentous duty 
got so interested in the music, that he entirely forgot to turn the 
page for Joachim. “ For God's sake,” I whispered to him, 
“ quick, quick, go and turn the page for Joachim.” But he 
went too late. Then nervousness overwhelmed us both. Joachim 
could not get his text and I could not follow him. I was afraid 
I could never catch him, and then we began to try to catch each 
other, and for an eternity (perhaps it was ten seconds really) it 
was dreadful! An agony. We played anything but the Sonata. 
The audience did not notice very much, but the musicians did 
notice, of course. After we had finished we simply looked at 
each other, but we could not say a word. It was a catastrophe. 

We had that day a very distinguished gentleman in our audi¬ 
ence, sitting just in the front row. It was the then very young 
Crown Prince of Germany, the present candidate (if one may 
say such a thing under present conditions). The young prince 
came to every concert. He was very musical. I think he must 
have enjoyed that incident with the Sonata, because he laughed 
very heartily, I noticed. 

It is amazing to realise what absurd things will interest and 
move an audience to laughter. Almost anything—and nothing! 
—will often cause them to be as pleased as children and some¬ 
times they laugh as easily at tragedy as at comedy. Every artist 
has lived through trying and agonising experiences. I have had 
my full share of them and there was one audience in my early 
career, when I was still quite young, that I furnished unwittingly 
with a rare bit of comedy. I remember this concert very dis¬ 
tinctly, and that I was late in arriving and in, a great huny. 
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which did not often happen. At any rate I came very late to 
dress and had to hurry. I jumped into a cab and drove to the 
concert hall, quite unconscious of the appearance 1 presented. 
But as I stepped on to the platform I realised that something 
was quite wrong, for even before I reached the piano, the people 
sitting near the stage entrance burst into laughter, hearty 
laughter I may say. I took a few more steps towards the piano, 
but as the laughter increased, I turned to look at the offenders 
and found to my horror on turning, that my braces, or as you 
call them, suspenders, were hanging and dangling far down 
below my coat! It was an awful moment. There was only one 
thing to be done. 

I ran away, of course, literally made a dash for the exit, 
which I accomplished successfully but with more laughter. In 
a minute or two I got myself in order and returned to the stage. 
I must say that my second entrance was a difficult one to make, 
but the audience was splendid—there was no more laughter, 
only very encouraging applause, and the recital went on with¬ 
out further disaster. 

Now, in all my talks about the piano, I have neglected one 
o t e most important things of all —my piano stool, which is a 
1 i s P ecia ^ a ffair. It is both an invention and an innovation. 

00k me years to discover why I did not feel at ease when 
p aymg in public. There was always something wrong. A cer- 
am nervousness in my back which imposed a great strain upon 
me, I began to realise that my piano stool was the difficulty. I 
was always searching for the right piano stool. I experimented 
with one after another and tried, I suppose, hundreds of stools 
ln _ v -t was beginning to seem an unending search. Finally, 
quite unexpectedly, I found one at Erard's in Paris which was 
agreeable to me. It was the lowest one they had; in fact the 
owest one I had ever seen up to that moment, and it proved to 
> e tu j perfect piano stool for me. So I asked them to prepare 
a couple of such low chairs immediately. This was done and I 
was ' lighted. Complete ease and comfort at last! They gave 
me such ease and repose when I was playing that since then I 
a\e never used any other. Of course, they get rather worn 
an ver y shabby, and I have to have new ones made frequently. 

At Steinway's they always have several such stools ready for 
me - I have two now in my house at Morges, two waiting for me 
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in London and one in Paris. They always accompany my 
pianos. In fact they always accompany me on my tours and 
extra ones are always on hand in case of emergency. The piano 
stool is a vital part of my musical life. It belongs to my pianistic 
equipment—my life at the piano. I invariably recommend to 
all my pupils (and any one who plays for me) a low chair. I 
cannot overestimate the necessity of this and never fail to urge 
its importance. I myself have my full strength only when I use 
a low chair. I cannot play on a high one. 

Conditions, I mean conditions that affect one, have so much 
to do with the success of one’s public appearance. The atmo¬ 
sphere of the hall, the lighting, the piano stool, the condition of 
the piano—these mechanical things, how they add to the 
nervousness and strain of each appearance! For instance, a 
dimly lighted hall is an absolute necessity for me. And here let 
me say I have often been criticised and misunderstood on that 
score, and it has been considered an affectation. But it is really 
nothing of the sort. I simply cannot stand a brilliant light 
shining into my eyes when playing. It deprives me of all com¬ 
fort and repose; it is a nervous irritation that is unbearable, and 
that is the reason I avoid playing with orchestra. There is so 
much light on the stage (there must be, naturally, to enable the 
musicians to see their music) that it becomes a positive torture 
to me. That torture I had to endure in the early days of my 
career; as long as I was a beginner, I had to accept everything 
that came to me. I could not command; I had to obey. But 
as soon as I could command, I had a comfortable, dim light in 
the hall and for many years I never gave a concert with a 
brightly lighted stage. When I had authority to demand certain 
things with energy, I started that innovation. 

Occasionally, a mistake is made and the electricians do just 
the opposite of what I want. They put down the lights in the 
hall and put up the lights, very brilliantly, on the platform. 
That affects me so much that I actually run away from the 
audience and do not reappear until things have been put into 
proper order. Naturally, many people fail to understand this 
and think it pretentious, a pose on my part. But I repeat, it is 
a necessity for me. I am affected by it as by an infirmity. I 
cannot look straight into the light. 




XV 

A Career at Top Speed 

I 

We were speaking of 1901 and the premiere of my opera in 
Dresden. Well, the rest of that year was again devoted 
to preparation, as “ Manru ” was to be performed at the 
Metropolitan Opera House in New York, and I had to attend 
the rehearsals. 

The first performance was extremely well received. Madame 
Sembrich was quite marvellous, and Bandrowski excellent. 
Walter Damrosch conducted, and very well indeed. The per¬ 
formance on the whole was beautiful. I had no real trouble, 
except a slight difficulty with David Bispham, who was then 
singing at the Metropolitan. He was to play the part of a Polish 
village sorcerer, and he did not know how to dress that role, 
evidently, for at the dress rehearsal he suddenly appeared in 
just an ordinary peasant's rags—crowned by (of all things) a 
Turkish fez! I was amazed at the sight. It seemed impossible 
that Bispham could have done such a thing. A Polish sorcerer 
with a fez on his head! I hurried back to his dressing-room to 
expostulate. I told him it was not suitable to represent a Polish 
peasant with a fez on his head ! “ Why, it is ridiculous,” I said. 
How r is it possible you could do such a stupid thing 
But Bispham was not at all disturbed by my excitement, for 
he answered quite simply. “ Oh, my friend, I’m so sorry ! But 
I thought this sorcerer was a Turk !” There was nothing more 
to be said to that. I was completely defeated by his answer. 
However, he played his part well and he was an excellent singer, 
although he didn’t know what it was all about, I fear. 

My manager, Charles Ellis of Boston, had arranged a tour of 
fifty recitals during the season in which the opera was produced, 
and it so happened that my first recital in Carnegie Hall took 
place the same day as a performance of the opera at the Metro- 
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politan. As both recital and opera were “ sold out,” as we say 
in the usual theatrical language, and there was only standing 
room, it gave the opportunity to a certain critic to speak about 
that double performance in a very kind and courteous article, 
which he rather facetiously called “ Paderewski fighting 
Paderewski.” 

For reasons I fail to understand, “ Manru ” was not main¬ 
tained in the Metropolitan repertoire, though five or six perfor¬ 
mances were crowded. It was given in New York, Chicago, 
Baltimore, Philadelphia, Boston, and Pittsburgh. It was per¬ 
formed in Europe in Cologne, Bonn, Prague, Zurich, Warsaw, 
etc., where it had a very great success, and in Kieff. 

But in France we had a great disappointment. Naturally, I 
had to have it translated into French. The translation was made 
by Catulle Mendes, a very remarkable writer and a real poet, 
but he was a dreadful spendthrift and had never enough money. 
So he accepted any literary 7 work he could turn out quickly in 
order to earn money, which was so necessary for his habit of 
luxurious living. Consequently, as he was always pressed for 
time, he did the translation of “ Manru ” so carelessly and 
hunriedly that I could not use it. It was appallingly bad and 
quite useless. I had many offers to produce the opera, but one 
and all said the same thing, “ The translation is impossible.” I 
could not find any one else at the moment as I was too occupied 
and had not the time. 

According to the rights of authors in France, Mendes would 
have, through his translation, a right to certain royalties if it 
were used, but unfortunately, that was out of the question. So 
it turned out to be a very unpleasant experience altogether—a 
real loss and a special personal disappointment to me, as I was 
particularly anxious to have it produced in France, the country 
of my first debut, the land I hold in very special affection. 

My tour in America that year was a long and successful one. 
Like so many others, it was just one concert after another and 
gave me the deepest satisfaction. I returned then, in 1902, to 
Europe and played some recitals in London, and again I played 
for Mr. Astor, whose musicales I have told you had become a 
part of my regular London season. 

And then came another very extensive tour in Germany. This 
was under the management of Mr. Adlington, my new repre- 
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sentative in London. At this time, Daniel Mayer, my first 
manager, had retired and Adlington had bought him out. And 
ail this brings us back for the moment to Mr. Wolff, the head 
of the great concert agency in Berlin. The same Mr. Wolff who 
years before, when I was a poor student, had refused me even 
standing room to hear Rubinstein play. The same Mr. Wolff 
who in 1890 made such flattering offers for me to come under 
his management, and w'ho threatened and menaced me when I 
refused these offers. I have already told this story in our talks, 
but this time it is the closing chapter. 

The tour in question covered almost the whole of Germany 
except, of course, Berlin, and my new manager, Adlington, and 
Wolff had come to some kind of understanding before I went 
there. I had to pass several times through Berlin, and poor 
Wolff, who had just been operated on for a fatal disease, 
expressed a wish to see me. I went to him gladly, of course. At 
such a time I could harbour no harsh thoughts of our past rela¬ 
tions, bitter as they were at the time. He was very ill and weak, 
but he managed to tell me that he appreciated my visit more 
than he could express and wanted me to know that he regretted 
deeply whatever wrong he had done me in the past. Poor man ! 
He hoped that I would forgive him. I never saw him again. 
He died a few weeks later. 

During that German tour I played in every one of the impor- 
tant German cities (always excepting Berlin) and I cannot deny 
K i fact that I enjoyed my playing there to the utmost. Every¬ 
where there were remarkably enthusiastic and appreciative 
audiences. One of the places where I had particular pleasure, 
and an especially unique experience in playing, was Bremen, 
where my audience was made up mostly of old people; I do not 
know why, but I hardy saw one young person there. They were 
rtU old people, and as the concert went on they got so enthusiastic 
and excited that they began throwing hats and even umbrellas on 
ta the platform, as a mark of appreciation. One did not know 
what they might throw next. It was perfectly crazy ! They com- 
pletely lost their heads. Anything they had, they threw on the 
platform, and it really became very dangerous. I can assure 
you it was a shower of missiles. It was a very odd audience, 
indeed, which is putting it mildly. Although I was terrified 
inwardly I remained outwardly calm and went on with my play- 
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ing. Of course I played many encores in response to their 
enthusiasm, and then they became quite wild and out of hand. 

It was all so extraordinary that when I returned to my hotel 
3 iter the concert, I asked a friend whether the audience were 
really as wild and hysterical as they appeared to me. " Oh, 
yes, he assured me, they were. Those old people were really 
crazy with excitement and delight. And,” he added, “ they 
simply threw everything they could lay hands on on to the plat¬ 
form. I have never seen anything like it at a concert before.” 
Well, he confirmed my own impression; otherwise I should 
have thought it all a dream. 

My friend also told me that after the concert the audience 
returned to the hall to look for their belongings and evidently 
they found everything—most of the articles on the stage ! 

The other demonstration of enthusiasm which surprised me 
very much was at Magdeburg. Magdeburg is a typically 
Prussian town. There was a large colony of military men and 
they were as enthusiastic as the young piano students at my 
recitals in America. They rushed towards the platform at the 
end of the recital (as you have often seen them do in New York), 
i unning down to the platform, and standing there watching my 
hands. 

When did that really begin, that great rush of the audience 
to the stage ? No, it was not in the beginning always so. It did 
not really start until I had practically crowded houses, because 
at the beginning of my career there was no necessity for it; 
there was plenty of room. But since my houses began to be 

sold out as we say (I do not like that expression but there 
seems to be none better at the moment), the same thing always 
happens, the audience rushes in a body down to the stage the 
moment the last piece on the programme is finished. The spell 
of the music is still upon them; they are still held in its invisible 
grip. It is a very strong and subtle bond that holds the audience 
and the artist together during a performance. 

I always have many people in my audiences, especially in 
New Tork, to whom I become accustomed. I know exactly 
where they are to be found. A certain family will be in one 
special place in the hall, another family, generally with children, 
very near the front where they can watch my hands. Certain 
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others will be on the extreme right, others the extreme left, and 
so it goes. 

For instance, there was a certain very refined and extremely 
handsome gentleman with a rather plain-looking daughter, who 
came to every recital of mine for more than twenty-five years. 
Th y always sat in exactly the same seats. I never missed seeing 
In a there. He particularly became a kind of friendly bulwark 
on which I found it pleasant to depend. There are always in 
every audience, you know, no matter how enthusiastic, certain 
friendly and unfriendly spots, shall we call them? To conquer 
and win the unfriendly souls is a part of every artist’s task, sub¬ 
consciously, of course. 

But to go on with our story, my unknown and distinguished 
friend, for so I shall always think of him, suddenly disappeared. 
I missed them, the handsome gentleman and his very 
plain daughter, and it was not only a disappointment but a very 
real shock to find them gone. I became very anxious to know 
whether something unpleasant had happened to them. Upon 
inquiry, I learned that they had gone back to Germany. They 
were Germans living in New York. He had retired from busi¬ 
ness anc, returned to his birthplace, somewhere on the Rhine. I 
6 ^ “issing them, those faithful, eager friends, and 
eu constant devotion to my music, for a very long time. 
ne a ways has an extraordinary sense of welcome when one 
, ns 0 1 w A because it is an audience of friends. In 
a s P e . c * . , re is no place in the world like New York. It is 
e m °M aspiring atmosphere, and the people are so kind and 
0 a PP r eciative, though perhaps not so demonstrative as the 
people, let us say, at Bremen, whom I have just told you about. 

j- , m t° forestall you before you ask about the legend 
0 e Priceless gifts showered upon the favoured artists of the 
pu lie. Yes, there are certain artists as you well know, who have 
ten literally showered with gifts during their careers—jewels, 
piano, pictures, even houses sometimes are bestowed upon 
a . ore . heroes, and it is quite understandable that the enthu¬ 
siasm in an audience can reach a very frenzied height—and with 
amazing results. Sarasate, that magnificent violinist, used to be 
? ons ajtiy bombarded with gifts on his tours. When he returned 
, ° m Russia, he had trunkfuls of presents, jewellery, cigarette 
oxes, watches and even furs—all kinds of things. 

P.M. 
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There is a charming little story of Madame Janauschek, the 
famous actress, who, after a certain great performance of 
Macbeth, drove her audience into such a wild frenzy of excite¬ 
ment that several great ladies stripped the jewels from their 
hands and arms and actually tore the thread lace flounces from 
their gowns to hurl at her feet! 

There is no length to which an audience may not go when 
moved to great excitement and appreciation. Why, in the gold 
rush of California in 1849, even with a mediocre opera company, 
the miners expressed their delight by showering the singers with 
gold nuggets which they threw on to the stage from all parts of 
the audience. 

It all sounds very fabulous, but it's true, and most favoured 
darlings of the public receive touching expressions of the affec¬ 
tion they call forth. Caruso and the de Reszkes, I remember, 
and Madame Sembrich inspired a steady stream of gifts of all 
kinds in the long years of their career. There are, naturally, 
certain personalities that inspire such out-giving just as there 
are certain people who are always hosts, and others who are 
always guests ! I think I have already said this; if not I shall 
probably say it again later on, for such am I—always the host 
and rarely the guest. I cannot confess to trunkfuls of jewels and 
pianos studded with gems, for I was always treated as one who 
should give rather than to receive, but as a mark of great per¬ 
sonal friendship I am happy to say I have received many 
beautiful gifts in my lifetime. This watch which I always carry 
with such affection was given me by my dear friend, 
Montgomery Sears, of Boston, during my first tour of America, 
and he once gave me an exceptionally beautiful gift, some 
emerald buttons, as a mark of appreciation for my playing in 
his house. 

And there have been touching marks of affection too, espe¬ 
cially in America from my compatriots there, the poor Polish 
emigrants. These humble gifts have always moved me pro¬ 
foundly and such gifts still come even now after all these years, 
to Morges. 

Though rather late in the day, it seems ungracious not to men¬ 
tion certain gifts which came during the days of prohibition 
and which were most thankfully and gratefully received by me 
at that difficult time. Certain priceless bottles of fine old whisky 
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cleverly concealed in beautiful baskets of flowers! These little 

attentions came regularly from friends and followed me through 
the country on my long tours. They were a blessing at that 
tme and I make very grateful public thanks for them now in 
appreciation of the delicacy with which they were concealed 
and the difficulties which had to be surmounted in sending them 
to me. 

In the past years, I have had certain unusual gifts made me 
on several occasions, but not as a mark of admiration, quite the 
contrary. Twice it has happened but it was accompanied each 
time with remarks that hurt me. The first time was before the 
war. I received a letter with a document in it, which read as 
follows: “ I hereby give to Mr. Paderewski the property 
situated in such and such a county, containing some sixty or 
seventy acres, in order to establish there a school of agriculture 
for young Polish peasants, and the school shall be founded in, 
and for ever bear, his name, Paderewski.” Ah! That was 
touching. But with the document there came a letter of explana¬ 
tion which was not so touching. It said, “ You should not 
imagine that this is done in order to show you mv appreciation 
for y° ur musical ability and accomplishments. Not at all! They 

ore n ? e * I n °t care for music. But I have heard you play 
severa times and I have also heard your addresses, and I know 

a y° u are an honourable man worthy of this mark of esteem 
and trust.” 

Well, it was certainly a strange communication, and the letter 
-1 explanation, admitting me as an honest man though repudiat¬ 
ing me as an artist, somewhat took the edge off this gift. 

I h ive had two or three almost identical things. Not long ago 
another quite large property was offered me for that same pur¬ 
pose (for Polish peasants) but I lost all the documents. I became 
nl, and lost all trace of that affair. It was a property of some 

twelve hundred or more acres in Poland. Perhaps it is just as 
well! 

But there was one gift that came to me absolutely without 
restrictions—a gift outright, and the only legacy that has ever 
been left to me. It was from a poor Polish workman, who, in 
1930, left me everything he had in the world. He left me $50. 
when I got that little cheque, I wept. And the message with it 
touched me as few things in life have ever touched me. On a 
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cheap and worn bit of paper addressed to me, he wrote, “ All I 
have I give to you.” The handwriting was so faint as to be 
almost unreadable. Poor fellow! What it must have cost him 
to get those few words on paper ! It was a princely gift. I tried 
in every possible way to find out something about him and where 
he was buried, but I never could trace him. He went to his poor 
grave unknown to me. An undying memory of his gift is the 
only monument I can raise to him. 

Let me turn back for a moment to my German tour and 
answer a question that you have asked. It is an interesting ques¬ 
tion and one that I must answer in the affirmative, for it con¬ 
cerns Germany. Did I feel, even as far back as that German 
tour, the possibility of war ? Yes, decidedly yes. I heard war- 
talk even then and I felt its menace. I always try to think 
logically and there were many unmistakable signs to be noticed 
at that time. I spent many months touring in Germany. I lived 
in Berlin, where I studied for two seasons. Then I lived in 
Strasbourg, which was at that time under Prussian rule. I was 
connected socially with the French sympathisers, those patri¬ 
cians of Strasbourg, but officially and professionally I always 
had to do with the German element. They were the Trustees of 
the Conservatory where I taught and I had to attend certain 
functions there. I was often at the house of the Governor of the 
Province, Prince Hohenlohe, who afterward became the Chan¬ 
cellor of the German Empire. I knew him personally very well 
and I knew his wife, who had some Polish blood in her veins— 
her mother was bom the Princess Radziwill. I knew Prince 
Alexander Hohenlohe, the eldest son of the at-that-time 
Governor and later on Chancellor of the Empire. Alexander 
Hohenlohe was liberal-progressive and not at all Prussian in his 
character and sentiments. He was a noble kind of man, and 
just; he was really a man much above his surroundings and 
his class. He published certain things in which he condemned 
his government, especially the attitude of Prussia. I had even 
not long ago a visit from Prince Hohenlohe here in my house, 
and was very glad to see him. 

So, I knew Germany well, and I knew Prussia well and the 
Prussian character. Besides, there was something which I may 
perhaps mention, in this connection—that, being a teacher at 
the Conservatory, which was under the influence of the Prussian 
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functionaries, I was sometimes at their clubs, I could not avoid 
it. I recall on one occasion a supper at the Military Casino, 
when something rather startling happened. Xavier Scharwenka 
had given a concert at the Conservatory. He was a Silesian, 
and Silesia, you know, has been Polish for two hundred years, 
under the Prussian rule, and consequently Germanised very 
efficiently. So Scharwenka was educated in Prussian schools 
and considered himself German, though in fact he was Polish 
by blood, spoke Polish, and wrote Polish music. Well, he came 
to Strasbourg while I was there, and gave a concert, and all the 
German officials and military Prussians turned out en masse to 
show him a special mark of appreciation, so a great supper was 
arranged in his honour and I was obliged to go. 

There were many speeches, and all of them against foreigners. 
Each in his turn would begin, “ We are so proud and so glad 
to welcome here a German artist, etc., etc.” I knew well what 
it all meant; it was unmistakable. The speeches were made, 
the wine drunk, and the good feeling was at its very height, 
when suddenly, without any preliminaries, an officer of very 
high rank jumped from his chair and with his glass raised high 
in his hand said, " Und jetzt, meine Herren, an den Tag /” 
To the Day!” And that was in 1886, mind you. Yes, they 
were preparing all the time—all those years working towards 
der Tag ”—it had to come. 

But let us return again to our music and the year 1902. Early 
in December I went to Poland just long enough to enable me 
to dispose of an estate I s till owned. An estate so expensive that 
I could no longer go on with it. I stayed there for several weeks 
until a purchaser came, and I was glad indeed to sell the place, 
though at a tremendous loss. 


II 

My musical career was now really at top speed—practically 
Ml over the world—except that I had not yet been to South 
America nor Australia. I had already been in Spain, but my 
firat tour there was very short. The second tour was in 1902. I 
gave several concerts in Madrid at that time. 

During one of my visits in Madrid I had the pleasure of being 
invited by the Queen Mother, Maria Christina, to the Court. 
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I played several times at the Palace, and on one occasion was 
invited to the home of the Infanta Isabella. She was extremely 
gracious and brilliant. She was already well on in life, but in 
spite of her age still most attractive. She received me in a very 
warm and friendly manner and it was all very informal. It was 
a tea party at which many members of the royal family were 
present. After I had played several pieces, the young King, 
Alfonso, who was then a boy of about sixteen, hurriedly entered 
the room with a long sword hanging at his left side. 

“ Oh !” the young King cried, when he saw me. Have you 
played so soon?” 

“ Yes,” I replied, “ I have already played.” 

“ Oh, that’s too bad, too bad ! I wanted to hear you. I came 
back especially to hear you, Monsieur Paderewski, and you 
have already played.” 

“ Well, that is very easily managed,” I answered. ‘ I shall 
be delighted to play something for your Majesty now.” 

“ Yes, yes, please,” he cried delightedly. “ But do me a 
favour, and play something very, very gay. I love only gay 
music.” 

So, I at once began to play some waltzes, which were not real 
dance music, but pieces from my repertoire, Chopin, Liszt, and 
Rubinstein. But in spite of his politeness I soon saw that the boy 
was not very enthusiastic about them, and he finally said, 
“ Have you nothing still gayer in your fingers ? Something very 
gay—lively—something very wild? That’s the kind of music 
Hike.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ I have " ; and I began at once a Hungarian 
Rhapsody by Liszt. That evidently made an immediate im¬ 
pression on him, because he quickly jumped from his chair with 
a shout of delight and began dancing swiftly around the table. 
He was delighted. At one moment he almost fell on the floor 
because his sword interfered so with his dancing. But he didn’t 
stop, he simply flung his sword on the table and then danced 
on, wildly, and more and more wildly, just as long as I played. 
And when I had finished he cried, " Please, once more, just 
once more. Don’t stop now ! Give me just one more dance !” 

So on I played to his royal satisfaction, and he only stopped 
when he was quite breathless and dripping with perspiration. It 
was, I think, the year of his coronation, because there was a 
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tremendous gathering of royalties at the castle, not only the 
British and Italian but also Scandinavian and Russian members 
of the reigning houses were present. 

After that impromptu dance, I had a short conversation with 
the Queen, and I said what a wonderful boy he was, with his 
gay fiery temperament and his marvellous energy, and the 
Queen replied, " Yes, yes, but really I do not know what to 
do with that boy. His energy is colossal! There is no stopping 
him. Do you know what he did the other morning ? It is impos¬ 
sible to believe. He came on horseback, riding right up to my 
bedroom door. Yes, I assure you. Monsieur Paderewski, he 
dashed up that stairway on his horse at full speed and landed 
at my door just to say good-morning.” 

The steps of the great Palace staircase were very shallow but 
enormously broad, and up this stairway he rode his horse 
straight to the Queen’s door without a thought! What a picture 
that calls up! 

During that tour I played also in Barcelona, where the con¬ 
cert was an enormous success and caused the greatest demon¬ 
stration I had ever known. On my way back to the hotel, the 
horses were unharnessed from the carriage, and amid wild 
shouting and cheers the students themselves conveyed me to the 
hotel. I might say dragged me there, for they seized the shafts 
and rushed me at a great rate down the street. Then the whole 
crowd of several thousand people stood for half an hour before 
the hotel and refused to leave until I responded to their calls 
and appeared on the balcony and addressed them in French 
at that time I could not speak Spanish. 

It was all very exciting and spontaneous. Those gay young 
students were boiling over with enthusiasm and 1 was swept 
along with the great tide. 

We are now 7 approaching the year 1903, the most important 
year in my activity as a composer. When I sold my estate in 
Poland, I felt much freer; a great burden had dropped away. 
I decided then to stop playing for a year and write something. 
So in 1903 I remained almost the entire year at Morges, and 
began to compose. First of all I wTote my Piano Sonata, which 
is one of my most important and best works. But it is extremely 
difficult and for that reason will never be very popular. 

The second work was the completion of my third set of 
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Variations, which I had begun years before while still in Stras¬ 
bourg. I had retained only a few of the variations from that 
period, so I wrote a series of new ones ending with the fugue. 
This work is my best piano composition, I think. It is extremely 
difficult and perhaps too long, but it contains quite a few things 
which were then almost a revelation in their character and 
novelty. 

Within a fortnight I also wrote twelve French songs to the 
words of Catulle Mendes. Madame Modjeska and her husband 
were staying here at Morges then, and every evening I played 
a new song to her. It was a happy time. 

After that I wrote a sketch of my Symphony. That took 
several months. The orchestration, however, was done several 
years later. That composition was written in commemoration of 
the last Polish revolution of 1863. It was the fortieth 
anniversary. 

When these compositions were finished, I had of course to 
return to my piano again. I needed money and I must begin to 
play once more. It was a very prolific year for me artistically 
and I was happy in it. I never enjoyed myself more in my art 
than during that year, because there is only one thing that is 
truly and continuously satisfying in life and that is— creative 
work. Creative work, take it as you will, is the only thing in 
life that gives supreme satisfaction. Ideas are eternal. In pre¬ 
senting them one reaches the loftiest heights. The form 
of presentation makes no difference. By creative work one gives 
one’s self new life. Creative work kills death. This theme is a 
tempting one to elaborate. While you are composing, you five 
in a certain atmosphere which excludes everything else, practi¬ 
cally. For instance, it excludes practising because practising is 
practically spade work, the drudgery. It is an absolute neces¬ 
sity and it is the tragic side of a musical artist, that necessity 
of continuous practising. If you are a painter, a sculptor or 
an architect, if you are an engineer, a builder of canals or 
bridges or towers and so on, you learn your art, or I should say 
technique, for ever. It remains always with you—your tech¬ 
nique, your facility. You can remain for years without using 
the brush or the pencil, and yet when you start again you have 
the same facility at your command. With the musician, espe¬ 
cially an executive musician like the pianist, or the violinist, it 
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is absolutely impossible. You are obliged to practise with your 
fingers so many hours a day in order to maintain their flexibility. 
And I repeat this is equally true of both a violinist and pianist. 
Even the singer’s art needs constant practice although it is not 
as exacting and tiresome in its demands. 

Yes, for the pianist it is constant torture and privation. It 
deprives you of so many, not only pleasures, but necessary 
things in life. It prevents you from reading, from thinking, from 
developing your intellect—this practising every day the indis¬ 
pensable hours. 

Even now, with my normal work, after I have come to the 
knowledge that playing is not working, I still need four or five 
hours a day of practising with the concentration of mind that 
does not admit any intrusion. It is a slavery from which there is 
no escape. It has, to be sure, its pleasant moments, but I could 
say as Gounod once said about Wagner, “ Yes, there are divine 
moments, but oh the unbearable hours!” 

Sometimes when I think about the amount of actual physical 
work I have already accomplished, I do not really know how I 
could have withstood it, because it was constant labour and 
• - ort, and sometimes ungrateful effort, when I had very often 
to learn something which I knew was only for the moment. 

I am often asked by students if it is necessary now and then 
to rest the hands completely. Yes, absolutely. It is not only 
necessary but it is also very beneficial. I experienced that to 
the highest degree some years ago when, through my political 
activities, I stopped playing altogether. I did not touch the 
piano then for over four years and that was the time when my 
arm (always so troublesome) got so much better and my fingers 
become strong again. But I have never had time to rest my 
hands regularly as I should have done, because, when one tour 
was over, I had to prepare at once for another. So it was unend- 
]n g, not only the strain, but the pressure of work. Ah! that is 
terrible, that feeling of haste. That is the worst of all. It takes 
away all your courage. It is like a poor swimmer far out at sea 
/ho says to himself continually, “ Shall I ever be able to reach 
the shore? Shall I have the strength for that?” Such moments 
are extremely dangerous. There is only one thing that can be 
compared in anguish to it, and that is a dream I have so often 
had when I am obliged to play something that I have not yet 
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prepared, or not prepared sufficiently; the audience is there 
waiting, the conductor is waiting, the orchestra is waiting, and 
they come for me to take me to the platform, and I go out and 
face that great audience and sit down at the piano—ah ! that is 
an agony! 

And now I am going to come to a full stop to answer certain 
questions of yours. You have asked me several times an impor¬ 
tant and significant question—I should, in fact, say two 
important questions. The first about the use (or abuse) of 
Tempo Rubato and the second the use of the pedal. Well, these 
are questions that must be answered—they are of colossal 
importance to every pianist. To speak adequately of the great 
are of pedalling would require a treatise on my part. It cannot 
be explained in a few words or even a few sentences. It requires 
a great concentration to make it clear. If I were to prepare a 
treatise on the use of the pedal, it would take me months. 

The pedal is the strongest factor in musical expression at the 
piano, because first of all it is the only means of prolonging the 
sound. The piano is a percussion instrument, you know, and 
the only way of making it appear prolonged is the pedal. There¬ 
fore, I repeat, it is the principal factor in expression because it 
adds to the volume and the duration of the sound. It requires 
a great study, a special study when trying to produce a real 
effect with it. In a way it is a science, the use of the pedal. 
Perhaps it may seem exaggerated to use such an extreme word 
as science in connection with a little device like the pedal, but it 
is so. You must know it perfectly to be the master of the key¬ 
board. Its importance cannot be overestimated. 

Whenever learning a new piece, one must learn also the proper 
effect of the pedalling. Each new piece requires a new pedal¬ 
ling, adaptable to the character of the music. Although I had 
a natural instinct for pedalling when I was a boy, it was only 
after years of study that it developed into a conscious 
knowledge. 

But we are only skimming the surface of this great subject, 
for it is all beyond my biography at this particular point. There 
is far too much to say; it is too big a subject, too vital to the 
student, to dismiss with these few words. It is of the deepest 
interest to me and I intend to treat it fully and adequately in the 
later period of these memoirs. 
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With your second question, the Tempo Rubato, we fall into 
still deeper waters. I once wrote a short article on this subject 
for Henry T. Finck which was published some years ago in a 
book of his. I remember that I said in that article that Tempo 
Rubato is the unreconcilable foe of the metronome, and one of 
music’s oldest friends. It is older than the romantic school, it 
is older than Mozart, it is older than Bach. Why it is called 
Rubato we do not really know. All lexicons give the literal 
translation of it as: robbed , or stolen time. Although we pro¬ 
test against the use of the words, “ robbed, or stolen time," w r e 
recognise that the very essence of Tempo Rubato is a certain 
disregard of the established properties of rhythm and rate of 
movement. 

Chopin made very ample use of Tempo Rubato, and Liszt 
also, and there is a great deal of interest and value to be said 
about their use of Tempo Rubato. Tempo Rubato, I may say, 
to go a little further, is necessary but should not be abused— 
it should not become license. 

But again I must refer you to my treatise on this subject, and 
again I must repeat myself and say that I should like also to use 
it in the second volume to come. 

Yes, it is a fascinating subject. I have always been a defender 
of Tempo Rubato and sometimes have been violently criticised 
for using it to excess. To quote your good friend, Mr. Bernard 
Shaw, who was the music critic on The World back in 
1890—he said then of my playing that the license of my Tempo 
Rubato was beyond all reasonable limit. But, as you know, I 
do not always agree with Mr. Bernard Shaw. 

And now while we are on the subject of the pitfalls and 
dangers in the pianistic art, I should like with your permission 
to add a very special word regarding the development of the 
pianistic art and its connection with Bach. A word that I would 
gladly proclaim to all the world. Every pianist should play 
Bach. Without studying Bach he would really be no pianist at 
all particularly on account of Bach's supreme polyphonic style, 
which contributes enormously to the technical development of 
the pianistic art. The pianistic art is a great art because it com¬ 
bines the beauty of ideas with that polyphonic mastership of 
which Bach was the supreme exponent. He is for me a kind of 
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divinity in music. Musically speaking, Bach is a universal 
genius. Bach is a giant. 

Our full stop has been an interesting interruption I think. But 
now we must return to my own story. Work again and another 
tour. I had to start playing again after my year of composing. 
I had many obligations which had increased very much—I was 
in need of money and these ten fingers of mine must be put to 
work once more. 

I had given a number of charitable concerts, and then I 
decided to go to Australia, for the first time. This was in 1904. 
I had received a very attractive offer and it was arranged for 
me to go in May. But before that I was obliged to go to Russia 
again, to St. Petersburg. That was the last time I went there, 
and it was very dramatic—the last memory of the old Russia 
that is now no more. 

But first I went to Poland. I gave three concerts in Cracow 
for charitable institutions, because Cracow, our ancient capital, 
was the only one in which I had not done that. There were 
some very dear friends then living in Cracow. From there I 
went to Warsaw and played again. 

The visit to St. Petersburg at that time was not pleasant at 
all. That was a time of most severe treatment of all the nationali¬ 
ties conquered by Russia. The structure of that despotic absolute 
monarchy was then evidently shaking. The government, at the 
head of which were the most ferocious reactionaries, started that 
particular persecution of all aliens within the Empire, to divert 
the attention of their own people from the activity of the govern¬ 
ment itself, which was nothing else but license, frivolity, and 
corruption. 

I think at that moment the abuse of the bureaucracy and of 
certain most influential figures among the imperial familie s had 
reached its climax. It was the beginning of the dreadful end. 

I had to give three recitals and to play for the Imperial 
Musical Society at a symphonic concert, as I had done some 
five years before. 

The sentiment of the people in Russia was very much against 
the aliens, as I have already mentioned, and very particularly 
against the Poles. There was a rage against all Poles. 

I found, of course, the same old acquaintances, Cesar Cui, 
Rimsky-Korsakoff, Glazounoff, and so on, but there was some- 
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thing changed. They were not as cordial as they were when 
they greeted me for the first time; the atmosphere was one of 
excitement, unrest, and of a deep hostility. Some of them were 
too timid to show me their former friendship. There was some¬ 
thing very wrong altogether. One could feel it in the air, and I 
felt it immediately in my first recital. For instance, people came 
very late. It was very cold and they began taking off their furs 
and their coats in an unusual way, disturbing me so much that 
I had actually to stop playing several times (without the inten¬ 
tion of offending them) because there was so much noise. 

Although the house was well filled, it was not the usual St. 
Petersburg audience. But either through these interruptions or 
through the influence of the general audience, there was not as 
much warmth of reception as I experienced before, until the 
end, when the people got quite wild and enthusiastic. 

The next day the newspapers reproached me very severely 
for interrupting the performance of some pieces. They said there 
was no provocation for such behaviour. 

The morning after the recital that good and charming gentle¬ 
man, General von Stackelberg (the unmusical director of that 
Imperial Orchestra), came to see me. He was in a very nice 
mood, smiling and evidently pleased. I could not understand 
what it was all about. 

After warmest congratulations, he came at once to the object 
of his visit and said, “ I am on a very pleasant errand, indeed, 
to-day. I have the honour to invite you to play before his 
Majesty, the Czar. His Majesty has expressed to me his great 
desire to see you and to hear you at last.” 

I replied, " Of course, I am at his Majesty's command. The 
Emperor of Russia is also the King of Poland, and I am there¬ 
fore one of his subjects.” 

The General, I think, was rather surprised that I answered 
him in this way. I was not at the command of the Emperor of 
Russia, but I was at the command of the King of Poland ! 

Then I asked the General: “ Will you kindly tell me which 
are the compositions that would meet with the special approval 
of his Majesty?” 

" Oh, yes,” he said. " I think anything would suit him but 
quite particularly Chopin, and some of your own compositions.” 

I was very glad indeed to hear this because it was at least a 
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mark of interest. The Czar knew that I was a Pole. It was a 
very gracious act on his part. So I began preparing my two 
programmes, one for the Emperor and the other for my own 
recital. The days passed quickly, when suddenly on the very 
eve of the concert for the Czar at the Palace, the General 
appeared again, but how differently he looked this time! He 
was really quite pale and drawn and looked so worried and 
miserable that I knew at once something was wrong. After a 
moment, in a trembling voice, he said (he was obviously greatly 
upset): “ I am sorry to tell you. Monsieur Paderewski, that 
the concert at the Palace to-night will not take place. Look at 
the letter I have received." He handed it to me. 

I looked at the letter and, of course, understood. It was very 
plain, the evidence of rage against the aliens, and especially 
the Poles. It was very bitter. The Government had stepped in 
and evidently persuaded the Emperor at the last moment that 
it would be very impolitic to let me appear at the Palace. They 
were afraid of my getting in touch personally with the Emperor, 
it seems. The letter said in very plain language: " I have to 
inform you that his Majesty, the Emperor, has no time to listen 
to Monsieur Paderewski’s music." It was signed, “ The Marshal 
of the Court.” 

Well, I did not feel at all offended or humiliated; in fact, I 
was rather relieved because I knew that I would have to meet 
some of the worst enemies of my country there, and nobody 
knows what might have happened then. So I simply said to the 
General: “ That is quite all right, and I tell you frankly that I 
am glad. Glad that I am not to play for the Czar.” 

"But why? Why?" 

“ You do not understand why? Because, for one thin g, I 
would, naturally, have to meet there the man who wrote that 
letter to you, and do you think it would have been a pleasure to 
me to meet an animal of that kind?” 

He simply stared at me, and then he saw it. 

" But,” he answered, " that is strange that you have that 
point of view. Don’t you see it is a very serious blow ? Can’t 
you realise that?” 

" No, it is not a blow, but it is an advice.” 

“ How do you mean, it is an advice?” 
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I mean that I have nothing more to do here. I shall leave 
to-day.” 

" But you have a concert which has been advertised.” 

" I shall cancel the concert and the money can be refunded.” 

When I said that I was going to leave, the Committee of the 
Imperial Musical Society, that good old Cesar Cui, hurriedly 
came to see me and said, " But you know you have signed a 
contract to play in our concert, and by virtue of that contract 
we have sold many seats for our subscription. You cannot leave 
now. You cannot. We are bound to make a lawsuit for the non- 
fulfilment of your contract if you go, much as we would regret 
it.” 

Then I explained to him what had happened. " But you 
know,” he said, “ that is just politics. You are surely wise 
enough to understand that it has nothing to do with your art. 
We deeply regret it. It is an uncalled-for insult to you as a Pole, 
but even so, it is a political affair and we are not concerned with 
politics. We are here on artistic grounds and you promised an 
artistic institution your co-operation and we are entitled to ask 
you to fulfil your engagement.” There was no disputing that 
argument and so I had to remain and play. 

After I had played that concert—I remember I played a 
Beethoven Concerto and an endless series of encores—I had the 
greatest possible success. All my former appearances there 
turned pale as compared with the tremendous enthusiasm of 
that memorable night, which proved to be my very last appear¬ 
ance in St. Petersburg, for I had a premonition then that I 
should never see that beautiful city again. So there was a certain 
sadness mixed with that triumph. 

The next day I went to pay some visits to a few old friends of 
whom I was very fond and whom I felt I should never see again 
—for they too were a part of my premonition. 

Just before leaving St. Petersburg I went to pay my respects 
to another acquaintance, an important functionary, an under¬ 
secretary of State with the title of Excellency, who for the 
moment must be nameless for the very good reason that I have 
forgotten it. When I arrived at his house I saw that he was very 
grave and serious. But he greeted me kindly and said, " So you 
are leaving us at this very crucial moment.” I looked at him in 
astonishment. 





334 THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

“ Crucial moment,” I said, " I don’t understand your Excel¬ 
lency.” 

“ But, surely, you must have already heard the news that the 
Japanese Ambassador is leaving St. Petersburg immediately and 
at this very moment we are actually at war with Japan. Yes, 
at this very moment Russian blood, and I am sorry to say 
Polish blood too, is already flowing in the Far East. We are at 
a grave crisis. It is extremely serious,” he went on, shaking his 
head gloomily. " We are at war. Monsieur Paderewski. Russia 
is at war.” 

He was obviously agitated and deeply moved. He walked up 
and down the room as he talked. |‘ Yes,” he repeated, 

Russian blood and Polish blood, your blood and mine, is 
already being spilt. And let me tell you,” he shouted suddenly, 
“ we are going to be licked and it will serve us right too, I tell 
you. We are going to get licked. Loyal Russian that I am, I 
declare it!” 

He glared at me fiercely, although he seemed oblivious of my 
presence. In spite of his great rage, he was very melancholy 
and presented a tragic, if somewhat absurd, appearance. 

His prophecy, however, proved to be true, and in short order, 
as we all know. 

I left immediately for Kieff by way of Moscow. At that very 
hour, just as His Excellency had said, the Japanese Ambassador 
was also leaving St. Petersburg. My wife accompanied me on 
this trip and we stayed for a few hours in Moscow to await the 
arrival of her father, who came from a distant city to see us. We 
saw him for the last time. He died shortly afterward. 

A very interesting and amusing incident, also in connection 
with the Japanese war, happened while we were travelling to 
Kieff. At a small station en route, a Russian officer came 
hurriedly into the train. He could not find accommodations; he 
searched through every compartment, but there was absolutely 
no place for him anywhere. He was loaded down with all kinds 
of paraphernalia. He had with him four or five baskets, a tre¬ 
mendous package with his sword sticking out of it, his great 
overcoat and, oddly enough, at least half a dozen small pots— 
of jam! 

He stood wretchedly in the comer surrounded by his luggage, 
and looked so longingly at the one vacant seat we had (for for- 
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tunately we had a compartment to ourselves) that it was heart¬ 
breaking. He looked at us with such a sad expression that I 
could not but open the door and ask him in. 

It seems he was a captain in the Russian army—a tall, thin 
man. He accepted our offer of a seat with great joy and began 
at once to arrange his belongings. He put down his baskets 
wherever he saw a little space; then he put his pots very care¬ 
fully and methodically on top of each other. But when he saw 
there was no room for the last pot, he turned politely to me and 
said, ” Would you perhaps like to have some of these delicious 
preserves with your tea?” For the precious pots were filled 
with preserves, it seems. You may know, perhaps, that 
Russians always take preserves, or jam as you call it, with their 
tea. It is a custom of the country. I thanked him for his offer 
and ordered tea, and with the tea we ate the preserves, which 
proved to be, as he had said, delicious. 

After tea he began to talk of the war, and turning suddenly 
to the Polish gentleman who organised our tour, he said, " Tell 
me, what is the latest war news?” 

At that, my Polish manager, realising that he was speaking 
to a Russian army officer, made a very sad and melancholy 
face and said, I am sorry to say, sir, that things are going 
badly, very badly I fear.” 

“ How do you mean—badly ? ’ ’ 

“ Well, do you not know that Port Arthur has already been 
taken ?” 

" Port Arthur has been taken!” cried the Russian. ” Good. 
That’s splendid news. Wonderful fellows those Japanese. You 
know that I consider it a great honour for us military men to 
have to fight such brave adversaries.” He was really overjoyed 
because Port Arthur had been taken. " Are they not marvel¬ 
lous t he said. " You know, I am sorry, but I think we are 
bound to lose. We have not been well taken care of. Our army 
is no good as compared to those Japanese. We deserve to be 
beaten, and we shall be,” he repeated. “ There’s no doubt of 
it.” 

For the hundred or more miles we travelled with him, we 
heard notliing but his expression of genuine admiration for his 
adversaries, and the expression of sorrow that the Russians 
could not compare with the Japanese! It was very amusing. 
p.m. ' v 
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His conversation proved to be simply a repetition of His Excel¬ 
lency's in St. Petersburg. 

A strange people, these Russians. One may know them for 
many years and still not know them. They are always an inter¬ 
esting subject to me, a Pole, and I shall at some time go into it 
more particularly. This is not the place to elaborate this theme. 
There will be a better moment later on that you will remind me 
of. It is of course of the old Russia that I am speaking and the 
Russians of that time—the splendid Russia of the Czarist rule 
with its glories and beauties, its cruelties and inadequacies, that 
has now so vanished in these days of dictatorship and com¬ 
munism. How completely that old regime has passed from the 
world, from our vision, and almost from our comprehension. 
Italy, Austria and Germany—the Austria and Germany of my 
youth and the beautiful past of my student days. It fills me with 
a great heartache for what is no more, and a veiy great sadness. 
Old Europe gone for ever. I can only pause for a moment and 
make this oblation at its bier. 



Paderewski and Madame Paderewska in Maori dress on the New 












XVI 


Australia and New Zealand 


And now we step into our harness again and go on with our 
story. 

After this last Russian tour, I had still a few concerts in Eng- 
land, and tlren proceeded to Cologne, where I alayed hr a 
Rhenish Festival. Then a few weeks later we sailed for Aus¬ 
tralia. We sailed from Marseilles in May. As my health was 
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So we left for Australia, and for almost seventeen days we 
did not see our doctor again. He was sick all the time. That 
was dreadful. My wife and I were good sailors and with Adling- 
ton, in the roughest weather, we were able to enjoy our meals. 

After thirty-five days of journey, we at last reached Mel¬ 
bourne, but what a contrast! At the beginning of our trip we 
found the heat on the steamer in the Mediterranean very un¬ 
pleasant, and going through the Suez Canal and Red Sea, it 
was simply unbearable. There was practically no air to breathe. 
We spent several nights on the deck, because the air in our 
cabins was so horrible that we were almost suffocated, even the 
air on deck, at night, was not much better. I felt as though I 
were swallowing cotton. 

To add to all the unpleasantness, I was not well. I was suffer¬ 
ing with my nerves and my stomach. In fact, I was a perfect 
wreck during that whole journey. I had so overworked for so 
many years that my labours and my irregular life were now 
taking their toll. But the worst part of that journey was in the 
Indian Ocean. During the journey through the Suez Canal and 
Red Sea, the steamer became red hot, but as long as we could 
walk on deck it was still tolerable; but when we were obliged 
to remain in our cabins on account of the very strong winds 
in the Indian Ocean, we were practically boiling! It was dread¬ 
ful. It was really something horrible. It was not the proper 
time of the year for that journey. We should have gone in 
February or January, and it was June! We arrived in Mel¬ 
bourne in July, and in Melbourne we found the climate colder 
than in any other place in the world. It was full winter time 
in Australia then. 

We had quite a comfortable apartment at our hotel, 
but we could not eat anything. The food was simply indescrib¬ 
able, so we lived almost entirely at first on pineapples, which 
were ideal as to taste, but not very nourishing. So my wife then 
decided to do the cooking herself, and every morning she went 
with Mr. Adlington, or Mr. Lemmone, who was the local 
manager of these concerts, to the market, and bought food and 
cooked it herself in our rooms. Fortunately, we had a very nice 
waiter, who was very much upset, seeing that we could not eat, 
and said to me repeatedly, “ I am sorry, sir, that you cannot 
eat this food. It’s too bad.” 
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Finally I said, “ But who is your chef? Tell me, is he a 
chef, or a tailor or a carpenter?” 

“ Oh, no, sir,” he said very seriously, " he is an engineerl” 

It was so funny I was speechless. I never expected that 
answer. Oh, how we laughed ! 

It was altogether very difficult with the cooks in Australia, 
because everywhere they had cooks of different nationality. For 
instance, afterwards in Sydney, we had a good French cook. 
The cooking was good also in the Hotel Australia, and we had 
a Spanish cook in Brisbane, for a change. 

Our doctor recovered as soon as we landed. He felt perfectly 
well again, and although he had rendered no medical or other 
service to us on the voyage, he still remained with us. 

If it had not been for the bad food, I would have had nothing 
to complain about. The concerts were quite pleasant, the 
audiences large everywhere, and the reception extremely enthusi¬ 
astic. It was in every respect enjoyable artistically. The people 
were very hospitable. There was a Conservatory of Music 
attached to the University, and the level of musical education 
was quite respectable, not only in Melbourne, but in Adelaide, 
where we went afterwards. It has since become a desert artisti¬ 
cally because the Labour Government came into power shortly 
after our stay there and ruled for some twenty-three years. 
During that time the whole of the country fell into an almost 
barbarian state. They considered that people working with 
their brains, but not with their muscles, were not working at 
all, and it was a complete decline of intelligence and of good 
form. I understand that since I was there last in 1927, the 
Labour Government has been replaced by a Conservative 
Government and things are going much better. But during that 
last stay in Australia it was something terrible. 

That first Australian tour was enjoyable. Our chief recrea¬ 
tion was, of course, the parrots. They were a joy and an amuse¬ 
ment. I have much more to say later on this subject and the 
role that one parrot played in my life for several years. 

Having to play many recitals, in both Melbourne and Sydney, 
it meant constant work to prepare those big programmes. 

The authorities everywhere were extremely kind to us. We 
had frequent invitations to the home of the Lieutenant-Governor, 
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Lord Northcote, and to the Governors of New South Wales 
Queensland, and South Australia. 

I had in Sydney a concert with orchestra, which brings to 
mind the triangle story. That orchestral concert was rather 
amusing ior me on account of the first rehearsal I had there 
It was not a regular orchestra that was about to accompany me. 
The conductor, a very talented musician, Signor Hazon, called 
my attention to the fact that I could not expect a long rehearsal 
wit ii the orchestra on account of their being already formed into 
a union. Not a minute overtime could be used for rehearsing, 
as they would all leave at the appointed hour, leaving me alone 
with my piano! 

1 r ! iad to P la y three concertos there, the last one being the 

Minor Concerto by Chopin. In the orchestral arrangement 
01 that concerto, in the last movement, there are some eight or 
nine strokes of the triangle which are very important and effec¬ 
tive. Well, the fatal time was approaching, but the rehearsal 
had to be stopped when there were still about five or six minutes 
necessary to finish the last movement. I addressed a few words 
to the orchestra, asking them to please be gracious enough to 
continue m order to let me play just once the remaining part of 
the finale Th y all consented except one (because there were 
sorrif real artists among them). Then, imagine my surprise at 
the very last moment when the triangle player, who had not 
once struck his important instrument, stopped the whole 
orchestra and said, “ Now, we have played enough. We must 
stop. It is time to go to lunch. ” At that, without another word 
they got up and left, with only a few more bars to be rehearsed.” 
It must be added, though, that, according to the sacred rules of 
the union, the triangle player was receiving the same amount of 
money as the first violin player, and all the other orchestra mem¬ 
bers who were supposed to be soloists. He, the triangle player, 
had not even once moved his precious hand, and it was he who 
said they had played enough, and that it was time to go I 
Well, there was nothing to be done. The orchestra left. I 
asked Signor Hazon who was that important artist, that great 
triangle player who had stopped the rehearsal. “ Oh, he is not 
an artist at all, ’ he laughed. He is important in the union 
yes, but he is just a shop-keeper l” 

And now the obvious question—did the triangle come in on 
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time at the concert that night ? No ! Certainly not—he came 
in, most decidedly—but he came in in the wrong place. 


II 

I think we went from Australia to New Zealand. The first 
three concerts took place at Auckland, a large and wealthy city, 
after which, on account of my not being well, there was quite 
a long interval between concerts. I wanted very much to enjoy 
the baths in the district of Rotorua. It is not very far from 
Auckland, and the principal city of the Maori people. 

We enjoyed our stay in Auckland. The hotel was comfortable 
and the cook, strange to say, was tolerable. He was a Swede. 
In Wellington we had a Frenchman, in Napier a Scotsman, in 
Christchurch we had a German, in Dunedin, a Scots place, we 
had another Frenchman, and in Invercargill, a Chinaman. In 
every place there was a different nationality in the kitchen. And 
the cooking was in accordance. 

You can easily realise that, on tour, the cooks make a great 
deal of difference in my life and comfort, especially as I take 
only one meal a day—and that after the concert. This was very 
unfortunate because, as we soon discovered, no hotel kitchen 
was allowed to stay open after the dinner was served, and, as 
my first meal of the day was always towards midnight, even 
later, I could get nothing to eat. So everywhere we were 
obliged to negotiate with the union authorities. Otherwise, I 
could only have a bit of cold meat or fish, and it was not possible 
for me to work under such circumstances. So poor Mr. Adling- 
ton or Mr. Lemmone was always negotiating with the union 
authorities about my food. And it was extremely expensive, too. 
We were obliged to pay for the extra service, the cook, his 
assistant and several others. We actually had to pay four fees; 
then in addition all these people expected very large tips. This 
is because the money we paid did not go into their pockets, but 
went of course to the union. So the poor fellows had all that 
extra work absolutely without pay, except for our tips. I must 
say I gave them very generous ones, and gladly. In some cases 
it amounted to even ten or twelve pounds just for their services. 

I was still very anxious to try the baths at Rotorua, which 
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= quite a reputation as a watering place in New Zealand, but 
as a neighbouring village was more interesting and comfortable, 
we decided to stop there. The entire population was Maori. The 
only white man was a gentleman by the name of Nelson, a 
Britisher, of course, who came some forty years before to the 
place as a surveyor and was so impressed, so enraptured by the 
country and by the people especially, that he decided to live 
mere, and he did live there to the end of his days, which occurred 
some ten years after our first visit. 

We lived in the Hotel Nelson, and it must be said that no¬ 
where in the world have we enjoyed such quiet, pleasant and 
absolutely undisturbed peace as there. All the Maori people were 
most interesting to me. They were educated, some of them hav¬ 
ing been at high school and so on, but they lived just as their 
ancestors had lived for a thousand years. Some of them even 
knew who I was, and they showed me so much respect and 
affection, and such courtesy as I’ve really never found else¬ 
where. 

From time to time we made some little excursions. Every¬ 
where in that wonderful land there are geysers and hot lakes. 

^ lx ' J d there (and which quieted my nerves very 

nuch) was called an oil bath, because the water was so fat and 
came from natural sources. It must have been something very 
particular. It was very heavy and naturally very hot. I thin k 
it was some 85, or even more, degrees. 

Our guide was a Maori girl bearing the poetic name of Maggie 
Papakura. She was quite a lady—well educated. She married, 
afterwards, some English lord. She was recognised chief of 
that little tribe, and she always offered, most graciously, her 
services as a guide to that delightful land. She published an 
interesting book later about the district of Whakarewarewa. She 
guided us most carefully. She would take my wife by the hand, 
and then to me, who was following, she would say, I Now be 
careful, very careful. Don’t go to the right. Just follow me 
exactly.” I asked why. “ Because there is an abyss here which 
you cannot see. It is boiling mud—it is on your right, only a 
yard away. So be very careful. And then she threw in, by 
way of warning, A few years ago my aunt made a mis-step 
and sank into that abyss, and disappeared for ever.” Well, I 
can assure you I followed her advice! I was very 7 careful. 
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On one occasion she showed me a Maori fishing with a line 
in fresh and very cold water for trout. He caught one, and 
without moving from the place where he stood, he threw that 
trout right into a little pond only two yards away from him. 
Then drew in the line, took off the fish, put a little salt on it, 
and ate it! It was thoroughly cooked. 

At that time, some of the geysers were playing, but not at 
their greatest height and splendour, not high enough for their 
guests of honour, as we were considered by the Maoris. They 
were extremely proud to have us staying with them. So one 
day they decided to give us a “ soap of honour ” as they call 
it. In other words, a treat. What was it ? You can never guess. 
Well, they brought twenty pounds of soap, put it into the hole 
of one of the geysers, and the geyser immediately jumped about 
150 feet into the air because the soap increased the gas. It was 
a thrilling sight and we watched it in amazement. 

We saw the interesting Lake of Rotorua. The lake is of icy 
cold water, but right in the centre of it there are a few small 
islands containing geysers of boiling water jumping very high 
into the air. Another lake, still farther away, had a temperature 
of 140 degrees. Amazing. 

The country was not strictly beautiful, but so uncanny and 
so interesting, and full of constant surprises. 

One day we expressed a desire to go to a waterfall in the 
neighbourhood, which was one of the wonders of the country. 
Mr. Lemmone applied to the Governor for permission to visit 
it, and the Minister of the Interior, Sir Joseph Ward, notified 
us that the Government would be very pleased to have me visit 
the place, and the chief guide of New Zealand, Mr. Warbrick, 
would call on me in order to make all necessary arrangements. 

Mr. Warbrick came to the hotel and to our surprise told us 
that it was an excursion of at least three days. There was no 
hotel there, just a cabin, so we had to carry our own food and 
bedding, which was something of an undertaking. Well, every¬ 
thing was arranged, and we were to start at five in the morning. 
Suddenly, at midnight, somebody knocked at the door. It was 
Mr. Warbrick to tell us that the excursion was off. He deeply 
regretted it, but he had just been notified that there had been 
an earthquake in that vicinity and the waterfall we were to visit 
had disappeared! 
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The Maori people were a source of great interest to me. They 
were brown in colour and very good-looking. They were sup¬ 
posed to have come from Tahiti. They travelled at least a 
thousand miles before they established themselves in New Zea- 

limH, flFicl thoy arc said to have come jii boats inado fr°m V-’IIU 

log ot wood. These Maoris are a fine, handsome people, but the 
women become perfectly abominable when they are married, 
for they immediately tattoo their chins horribly—an awful sight. 
As long as they are girls, they are very pretty to look at, but as 
married women they are perfectly hideous. 

They have curious habits, too, and the principal sport of the 
men is to show their tongues to frighten the enemy. They have 
very big tongues which hang down very far. Quite dreadful to 
look at. 

Mr. Nelson claimed that they were very intelligent. He said, 
“ Ask any Maori here about his ancestry, and he will tell you, 
thirty-two generations back, the names, not only of those who 
founded the colony, but of every one belonging to that tribe. 
More than that, they will tell you the particulars of every one, 
at what age he died, and so forth." 

I have known several Maoris of exceptionally high education. 
One was a member of the Cabinet of New Zealand, who received 
the Duke and Duchess of i? ork during their visit there. He gave 
an admirable address at their reception, and then took them 
afterwards to the Rotorua district, of which he was a native. 
Then, to add to his prowess, he actually took part in a war 
dance before the royalties, and finally, as the grand finale, tried 
to frighten them by putting his tongue out almost to his navel! 
Of course, in the dance he had to wear another and special 
attire which completely disguised him. After the dance he made 
a little address in Maori, and created a tremendous impression. 
Later on at the reception he sat with the royalties at table, and 
the Duke of York said, “ Tell me, who was that wonderful 
dancer who made such a fine address afterwards and who 
danced with his tongue hanging out so long?" " Oh," replied 
the Cabinet member, “ it was myself. I am a Maori, you know, 
and a fine dancer.” 

It is to be added that as well as their own Maori language, 
they all speak English, which they learn at school. 

After that stay we had to begin the concert tour at Napier. 
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Instead of going by sea, we preferred to go in a coach. The 
first stop was at Waimangu, the most powerful geyser in New 
Zealand, perhaps in the world. It usually played every day at 

SOme irregular hour Tho fjllldc saidj i The Waimanj^u i i get 

ling more and more irregular every day, and 1 am* afraid it 
may stop playing altogether. That would mean a disaster some¬ 
where else in the world." He was very serious about it. 

I asked if we could see the spot and he said yes, we could 
even walk on it. So we went there and walked on it. It was a 
field, about three acres of stone and sand, and not even damp 
because sand dries within a few hours in the sun. The guide told 
us that, when playing, the geyser went up sometimes incredibly 
high; from the whole place, sand and stones (some bigger than 
this room) were thrown up just like pebbles into the air. But 
he added that there was now a grave danger, because the geyser 
was becoming very irregular. He was not able to speak scientific 
language; he could not define it, but he made these observations 
just from experience. 

So we left in our coach and arrived at a place called Wairakei. 

airakei was in the desert, but it was surrounded by a tremen¬ 
dous plantation of fir trees, so strong in appearance and so fresh 
in colour, and tall. They were perhaps fifty feet high. Their 
height amazed me. My first question was " How old are these 
trees?" The guide replied, “ Oh, sir, they are not so old. 
There used to be a house here and these trees were planted a 
year after the house was built, about fifteen years ago." 

Fifteen years old—fir trees as tall as trees of a hundred years 
here. 

On our trip we met a nice, interesting fellow, I remember. 
A man with some geological knowledge by the name of " Bill ” 
—every one called him Bill. He was a good-looking, fat, strong 
fellow. He always carried a special watch on which were many 
marks and signs showing the exact moment the geysers would 
play. I do not remember how many there were, but at least 
thirty, each one playing at certain intervals. It was a park of 
geysers. 

We spent the night there, and the next morning Bill led my 
wife and me to that part of the park where the geysers were 
playing, again really a most dangerous spot, because if you 
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slipped on one of the little stones you would fall into boiling 
water. It was very terrifying. 

After that visit we had a conversation with the geologist and 
he told me that he was gravely concerned, as the Waimangu 
geyser was now so irregular. He assured me that if it ever 
stopped there would inevitably be a great disaster somewhere 
in the world. A year later, the Waimangu stopped completely, 
and there followed destructive quakes in many parts of the 
world, including the earthquake in San Francisco. 

We next arrived at a very small station, the mail coach head¬ 
quarters. An old man came and introduced himself to me. He 
said. I have heard a great deal about you, Mr. Paderewski, 
and your wonderful piano playing. You are a distinguished 
man, sir, and we must do everything we can to protect you. 
The journey from here to Napier is very dangerous. First of all, 
we have had a great deal of rain. The ground is very slippery 
and the road is very narrow, and you will need a large coach. 
Not everybody knows the road and the horses as well as I do 
because I belong here and am an old man. I have been here 
for fifty years. So I will conduct you there myself.” This 
touched me very 7 deeply. I took it as a great compliment and 
thanked iiim and gratefully accepted his kind offer. And so 
we started, it was one of the most dangerous trips I can remem¬ 
ber. We travelled for hours and hours along an abyss. There 
were two rows of horses. In the first row three, and in the 
second, two -nve altogether. It was a rough, primitive road. 
On one side the mountains—on the other just the abyss. There 
was not more than a foot between the carriage and the abyss. 
It was a precipice some 2000 feet deep. If one of the horses 
slipped, we would go down—and for ever. 

We were a large party. There were my wife, myself, Mr. 
Adlington, Mr. Lemmone, the doctor, Mr. Cutler, the piano 

tuner, Marcel, my faithful valet, and my wife's maid_eight 

people, and all our luggage on top of the coach. 

Finally we came to a place where the precipice ended and 
we breathed freely at last. We thought it would be that way 
to the end. But no! It was only a lull in our anguish. During 
tiwt lull we travelled perhaps three or four miles, when sud¬ 
denly we saw 7 at a distance a little house and in front of it fifty 
or sixty people—a little flock awaiting our arrival. Who were 
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they ? Well, it was the school of the district, and the teacher had 
organised a little reception for me. Was it not wonderful ? An 
absolute wilderness. They had been awaiting, for several hours, 
the approach of our carriage. Unfortunately, we could not 
foresee the event and so had no candies for the children. We 
stayed there only a short time and then on we started again on 
our drive along the precipice. We travelled for four hours, and 
then I said to the driver, “ How much longer?” 

" Only about an hour, sir,” he replied. 

There was still some sun, some little light left in the sky. I 
looked at my watch. “ What time will the sun set?” I asked. 

” Six o'clock.” It was then about five. I said to myself, 
" Only another hour. It is not so bad. We should finish with 
daylight.” 

Six o'clock came. We were still at the top of the precipice. 
Again I inquired, " How much longer?” 

“ Oh, just about an hour, as I told you.” 

Seven o’clock. We could not see anything. It was completely 
black. The horses alone were guiding us. 

How much longer?” again I asked the same question and 
again the same answer, “ Just another hour!” 

At about eleven o’clock, all shivering with cold, and hungry 
and frightened, we saw a light at last—a feeble little ray. It was 
not yet Napier, but, thank God, it was an inn ! 

Now, I said, anything warm, anything will console us at this 
moment. The precipice was behind us and there were food and 
shelter in sight. We approached the inn quickly. Our wonder¬ 
ful old driver jumped down. He was as lively as a cricket and 
said to me. Oh, thank God, sir, thank God, it is over. But 
I must tell you, Mr. Paderewski, that I have never been so 
frightened in all my life as I have been to-day. We stayed too 
long at that school, you know. It was very nice, very pretty 
seeing all those children, but it was very dangerous—that 
delay.” 

We hurried into the inn, but alas, we could get nothing hot— 
no soup, not even tea, nothing, because there had just been an 
earthquake and everything was destroyed. But we did get some 
brandy, which I think saved our lives. Just imagine if there 
had been prohibition on top of that earthquake! 

The next day we had to get up very early, not because we 
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were in a hurry but it was so frightfully cold and there were 
t enough blankets m the hotel, so we wanted to be dressed 

and fH° Cee ^‘' We arrived in the afternoon at Napier without 
a «y imthur discomfort, and there we found a very good hotel 
and a charming audience awaiting us that night. It was just 
lke P Iay “® in London. The contrast of that audience (every 
one m full dress and the ladies decollete), after that wilderness, 
thfc^ geysers, the precipice and the discomfort caused by nature 
and by man, was really something extraordinary. It was like 
a dreamI could not at first believe in its reality. 

From Napier we went to Wellington, and in Wellington the 
? rSt we f °nnd were cracks in every room. There had just 
been another earthquake in Wellington, but they were perfectly 
-aim. They said they occurred often there, and consequently 
1 f, C ™ ld r j ot build bnck houses, but found wooden ones safer. 

j °. y a “ er our arr ival, we received two visitors, Mr. Seddon 
and his wife. Mr. Seddon was then Prime Minister of New 
Zealand and I had made his acquaintance at Lord Northcliffe's 
home dunng Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee. 

That visit made a profound impression upon all the servants 
m the hotel beca * he had been a mine, and worked S 
up to the Premiership and, of course, was considered as the 
supreme authority on all labour questions in New Zealand. So 
h ', V1 !r . provfcd an unexpected benefit to me and I will tell vou 
wby ‘ ave alrea dy spoken about the impossibility of getting 
any warm food, in fact anything to eat, after my concerts, 
owin a to the labour-union conditions. I was just in the midst 
of negotiations with the hotel management about the possibility 
or getting some warm food, but in spite of both bribery and 
diplomacy on my part, we were at a complete deadlock, when 
at the crucial moment Mr. Seddon arrived to call on me! It 
worked like magic—after the visit of Mr. Seddon everything 
moved on oiled wheels. 

The manager of the hotel was overcome with delight Hp 
assured me that if I were so highly connected as to know Mr. 
Seddon, I should be attended as I wished. “ Whv Mr 
Paderewsk. • he said ." there, is nothing here in this honsi thai 

you cannot command. As Mr. Seddon’s friend this hotel is 
practically yours! 

My stay in New Zealand was in every respect most enjoy- 
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able. First, I had all these experiences among the Maori people, 
then my experiences were so pleasant everywhere, and the social 
relations most charming. The Governor-General of New Zea¬ 
land, Sir William Plunket, invited us several times to his house, 
and I enjoyed very much that hospitality. 

In 1927 I was there again, and again had the most charming 
experiences, but Australia itself was greatly changed—it was 
really detestable. And of that change wliich shocked me so 
much I shall speak at length at another place in my memoirs. 
Tow we must continue on with the present tour. 

he concerts in Christchurch and Dunedin were perfectly 
delightful, but without any particularly interesting episode. The 
people everywhere were really touching. They were so thank¬ 
ful to me for having come so far to bring them that little message 
of music. 

Our trip continued on to Invercargill, which I remember 
mostly for my visit to a dreadful place near there called The 
Bluff. An awful spot—so desolate, so desperately sad and so 
hopeless. Nothing to look at but water and always a rough sea. 
there is never a calm day, nothing but bad weather, tornadoes, 
cold and shipwrecks. 

Added to the roaring sea and the horrible weather were the 
flies! Yes, flies that came in tremendous weaves of blackness 
and literally jumped at you collectively! They left misery in 
their wake, for at their slightest touch such a terrible itc hin g 
and burning set up that you had to scratch yourself until the 
blood came. It was a perfect torment. 

Hobart, Tasmania, was our next stop and our journey there 
was another nightmare. We were travelling in a nut-shell 
steamer, not much over 500 tons—half the size of the lake 
steamers, and on a very rough sea. We had to spend almost 
five days on that miserable steamer and a dreadful tempest was 
raging and our poor little shell of a boat was at its mercy. 

We were more than a day late arriving in Hobart, so instead 
of having a day’s rest there, as I had anticipated, I was obliged 
to dress on the steamer and go directly to the hall on landing. 
That was very hard. 

Our doctor, who had so failed us on the journey out, was 
again terribly sick and became useless. I, too, was very ill and 
was in anything but good condition to give my concert. How- 
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ever, I survived it as I have survived many other concerts, and 
there is nothing of any interest about this particular concert, 
nor was there anything special to enjoy in Hobart excepting 
one thing, the forest leading to Mount Wellington. A real forest 
oi beautiful fern trees. That was a sensation for me which I 
snail never experience again, for it was unique in its wonder 
and beauty.^ These marvellous fern trees in the remote past, 
thousands of centuries ago, covered the whole earth, and it is 

Jrom these trees that we derive our fuel—now in the form of 
coal. 

From Hobart we went to another little place called Launces¬ 
ton, which holds in my memory a very special place, because 
ior that day the whole city was decorated with flowers and 
banners in my honour and a charming sight it was. The people 
turned out en masse to welcome me. I was deeply moved. 

I pen oiy return to Melbourne, I gave there my farewell 
concert at the Exhibition Hall before some six or seven 
thousand people, which was enormous for Australia. 


Ill 

Now, after all this talk, I have left, until the last, one of my 
mu interesting adventures in Australia, for I always think of 
it as an adventure-the advent of a very important member 
into my family, the arrival of the wonderful parrot, Cockei- 
Roberts, a parrot who filled me with affection, amusement 
interest and considerable agony as long as he lived, Cockey 
Roberts—and this is his story. 

I think I have said before that there were two creatures in 
my life which had shown great interest in my art, and Cockev 
Roberts was the second. I shall always believe that Cockey 
Roberts was really interested in my playing. He was a very 
beautiful parrot, and was bought by the gentleman who was 
locally arranging my tour in Australia, New Zealand, and Tas¬ 
mania. 

We had arrived in Melbourne in July and it was frightfully 
cold. We hardly knew any one and the first davs there were 
extremely tedious and unpleasant, especially as I had hurt my 
finger and could not give my first concert, which I was obliged 
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to postpone, and I was lonely and depressed. It was a darl: 
picture altogether. 

I was staying at trie hotel, and whenever I attempted to go 
out for a little sightseeing, I was prevented by the most terrific 
rain. Everything conspired against us and we were not enjoy¬ 
ing ourselves very much, as you can readily see. My Australian 
manager then conceived the practical and sympathetic idea of 
giving us a little recreation—recreation in the form of a parrot, 
and he bought a parrot that talked, and talked as I am sure no 
parrot ever talked before! 

That was an unfortunate idea of his, because that parrot made 
such an impression upon my wife that she bought in addition 
some thirty or forty other parrots, and we then travelled with 
a whole flock of birds of all kinds, all ages, all sizes and all 
colours. With a multitude of cages we travelled through Aus¬ 
tralia and New Zealand to San Francisco. How did I endure 
it ? Ah! I do not know except that I am an animal of excep¬ 
tional patience—if I were not so patient, I should have been 
dead long ago! 

Well, to go on with the story of Cockey Roberts. He used 
to talk in not exactly the most refined language. It was really 
very indecent and blasphemous. Cockey Roberts was more 
than a parrot—he was a real artist in his way. He talked almost 
without interruption and his vocabulary was extremely rich and 
very large, but not of the best choice. He was at times very 
engaging, very hospitable. In fact, he often offered drinks! 
He asked whether one would have a drink. Sometimes, too, he 
swore in a terrible way when you displeased him, using the 
worst possible expressions. But it was a great pleasure to have 
him in the room nevertheless. It was constant amusement. 
“ Look here," he would suddenly cry, " have a drink—have a 
drink.” And he spoke very clearly. So distinctly, in fact, that 
once when we were driving in Auckland, New Zealand, we put 
the cage with the parrot on the seat with the coachman, and 
suddenly, in a perfectly kind, human voice, we heard, “ Look 
here, have a drink, have a drink!” And the coachman turned 
round and said very politely, “ Oh, no, thank you, sir, I have 
had one.” 

Cockey Roberts stayed with us during the Australian and 
New Zealand tours, and throughout the whole American tour, 
p.m. z 



352 


THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

and afterwards he lived with us for some six or seven years. 
He was here, at Morges, an important member of the family. 
He was an excellent traveller, though he did not like rough 
weather on board ship; quite especially when we were travelling 
from New Zealand to Tasmania on that famous Tasmanian Sea, 
which is the roughest in the world. The ship, a very small one, 
was rolling all the time and sometimes pitching in a dreadful 
way. Cockey Roberts's cage was moving constantly from one 
comer of the cabin to the other, and the poor parrot did not 
understand what was the matter with it. He was in a state of 
fury. “ Oh, you wretches, you wretches," he would scream. 
" Go to hell!" 

Cockey Roberts always holds first place in my affection, 
although he was not the only parrot we had. As I have just 
mentioned, my wife bought a whole flock of parrots and we 
arrived in New Zealand with thirty-six. We had them dis¬ 
tributed in various cages, some ten or twelve in one and four 
in another, etc. But there was one parrot among them that was 
perfectly tremendous in size and with a voice that was to be 
heard round the world. He travelled in an enormous cage by 
himself. We finally landed him in our house in Morges, but I 
was not sorry to part with him ; he was impossible. I was only 
too delighted when a surgeon from Geneva came one day to 
see him and I suggested that he take the parrot home with him 
He, too, was delighted and glad to accept the bird. He had a 
very large house and big garden near Geneva. Just the place 
for him, I thought. But he did not live long in his new home, 
for he got into a fight with a cow, impossible as it seems, and 
was killed. A most ignominious but absurd ending. 

Ah, but Cockey Roberts was Parrot No. i. He was a beauti¬ 
ful, lovable bird. But such a voice, especially when he was 
angry! A voice so shrieking, so penetrating that I could not 
stand it. But in spite of his voice, I loved that parrot and he 
loved me. I could do anything with him. He always came to 
have his neck scratched and he was delighted when I touched 
him. He used to come regularly to my room when I was prac¬ 
tising. I tried to avoid him and would close the doors. When 
that happened he would knock sharply with his beak. At first 
I would keep very quiet. Then he would knock again, a little 
harder, and I would call out through the door, " Who is there? 
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Who is It?” Then an angry voice would answer, “ Cockey 
Roberts.” “ Who?” I would say, pretending not to under¬ 
stand, and then that angry shrill little voice would come again, 

Cockey Roberts! Cockey Roberts!” 

Of course I had to let him in after that and he would walk 
straight to the piano and perch there on my foot for hours while 
I practised, and the pedalling (and my pedalling is very 
strenuous as you know) did not seem to disturb him in the least. 
He would sit perfectly still on top of my foot. And then from 
time to time he would say in a very loving and scratchy voice, 
" Oh, Lord, how beautiful! How beautiful!” Ah, it was 
touching. 

When I stopped and got up, as I generally did once during 
my practice, he understood perfectly that there would be no 
more playing for some little time, and then he would walk about 
the room and amuse himself. But he would not leave me; he 
stayed close beside me until I began to play again. When I had 
really finished, then he could be persuaded to go to his own 
little room, and there he would sit on his perch and was very 
quiet. But whenever I played, he felt it was his duty to watch 
me and that his place was by my side, and there he would stay 
as long as I practised. 

His name, and how he got it? That I really do not know. 
He was called Cockey Roberts when we bought him. He be¬ 
longed to some one who had been obliged to leave Australia and 
he had to be sold. Evidently the owner was not such a friend 
of parrots as to take him along, so he left him in Australia. We 
travelled with him, and had a great deal of pleasure and con¬ 
stant amusement while he was with us. 

I remember one day in San Francisco, he did something very 
unpleasant. We arrived there with all our parrots and then 
decided to reduce the personnel of that troupe of birds. Mr. 
Adlington took a couple, the doctor took a few, and we left 
some with a friend in San Francisco. Still, there was quite a 
number, some fifteen in all, that we brought back to Morges. 
Quite enough. But Cockey Roberts had always the place of 
honour. In that big, old Palace Hotel in San Francisco, we 
kept him always in the large drawing-room. The cage stood 
in the comer and sometimes for hours you could not hear a 
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sound from the bird, and then—oh! what language burst upon 
our ears! 

Shortly after my arrival in San Francisco, a lady reporter 
asked for an interview. I was just preparing for my concert and 
did not want to see her, and I asked Mr. Adlington to explain 
this and say it was impossible. But my wife intervened, saying 
she was probably a poor girl earning her living by that work 
and that I must see her for just a few minutes. So I received 
her, but I said at once that I was very busy and that she should 
please restrict her curiosity and make her questions brief. But 
she was very persistent and would have her own way. She 
stayed over half an hour and evidently intended to continue on 
and on. Finally I could endure it no longer and said, “ Madam, 
you must excuse me, I really cannot talk further now because 
I have to play, I have to work. My duty is here, not with the 
newspaper." 

" But,’ she insisted, “ only a few questions more, please.” 
Suddenly, a tremendous angry voice came from the corner, 
" Go away; I don’t like your voice. Go away.” It was extra¬ 
ordinary. That parrot really became a human being in that 
instant, and it was impossible to believe that it was a parrot and 
not a person speaking. The poor reporter was completely de¬ 
ceived and terribly upset. She thought it was the voice of my 
wife. She suddenly jumped from her chair and started towards 
the door. “ Oh, thank you, madam,” she said, turning to¬ 
wards my wife. " You have already been very kind to me. I 
must apologise humbly for being so indiscreet in keeping Mr. 
Paderewski so long.” She would listen to nothing we said and 
hurried, almost ran, out of the room. And it was Cockey Roberts 
who did this. Cockey Roberts who saved me from my tor¬ 
mentor. It was unbelievable. That little bird had a soul. 

A few months afterwards—it was, I think, in February—we 
were touring the States. It was a very severe winter. We arrived 
at Canton, Ohio (the birthplace of Mr. McKinley). My wife 
was taken ill. Something had happened to the steam pipes in 
our car, and we had absolutely no heat. It was frightfully cold, 
so I put on my fur coat. Cockey Roberts was covered in his 
cage with another fur; still he was shivering with cold. 

While I was waiting there in the dining-room of the car for 
the physician, I was feeling very sad and very anxious, and 
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suddenly a muffled, hoarse voice said, “ I am so cold. I would 
like to have breakfast in Australia.” Poor Cockey Roberts! 
His vocabulary was something amazing, uncanny. It had 
thousands of words. 

There is another parrot story, with another parrot, during 
that tour in Brisbane that might be included here with no dis¬ 
respect to Cockey Roberts. Brisbane was a terrible place then. 
The hotel was very bad, but the people were kind and willing 
to do the best they could to give us all the comforts possible. I 
had quite a large room, a drawing-room with a little space for 
my piano and I used to practise before meals. One day I 
noticed for the first time that there was a parrot in a cage in a 
corner, who behaved very quietly. For some forty-eight hours 
I had not even noticed he was in the room. He was a big bird 
and handsome. Suddenly, he started talking, and at that 
moment an old waiter, very decrepit, with an absolutely blue 
nose, came into the room bringing the trays, and started to 
arrange the luncheon. Then the following conversation took 
place. The parrot in a very loud voice began to shout at the 
waiter: John, you are drunk again. John, stop, you idiot! 

Yes, John, you are drunk again.” 

John was probably accustomed to those words, for he paid 
no attention. He went out and came back again. As he entered 
the room, he appeared to slip. Then the parrot shouted wildly 
with a shrill laugh, John, you are drunk again ! Don’t slip, 
John, don’t slip. If you slip again, John, you will break your 
bloody neck!” 

Well, I was completely enchanted with him. He was the most 
amusing thing you could imagine. I asked at once if I could 
buy him. I really wanted to add him to my family; but he was 
not for sale. John was quite shocked even at the idea. 

“ Oh, no, sir, you cannot buy him. You cannot buy that 
parrot. He is a member of the family.” 

So Cockey Roberts continued to reign supreme as Parrot No. 
i. He lived on here with us for several years and his voice 
finally became unbearable. In fact, when he was displeased 
with anything (and he was frequently displeased) his shrieking 
was frightful. It seemed to act directly on my spine. The 
nerves of my spine became trembly and I was so disturbed in 
my entire being for days and days after one shriek of his, that 
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I felt I could not have him near me any more. I had to prepare 
then for a very important concert tour, and so we decided to put 
him for the summer in with the poultry in the garden, where 
h had a very nice house all to himself. He was perfectly satis- 
i rd, apparently. He talked to the poultry, swore at them too, 
and sometimes he talked to the gardener. 

He would cry for me and I saw him often, but my visits were 
brief ones. 

I returned to America very early that year, in September. It 
was still very warm weather and somehow—I don't know how 
it happened, but he was neglected. My sister had not arrived 
and there were only the servants to look after him. Suddenly, 
a \eiy severe, unexpectedly cold night came. The gardener had 
forgotten and left him out in the poultry house, and he caught 
a cold a cold that killed him. Poor Coekey Roberts! 

I was then in New York, and I remember well that the whole 
of one night I dreamed of Coekey Roberts. I dreamed about 
him and saw him, and I heard his funny, shrill, angry little voice 
calling me and it did not seem so unpleasant to me in my dreams. 
And somehow, I knew then that Coekey Roberts was dead and 
there was a very empty little place in my heart. Ten days after¬ 
wards we received the news from Morges that poor Cockey 
Roberts was no more. 


XVII 


Revolt Against the Piano 

I 

I returned from Australia by way of San Francisco and began 
my season there immediately after Christmas, 1904. Shortly 
after my San Francisco concerts I went to Arden, a little place 
near Santa Ana in California, which was the home of Madame 
Modjeska and her husband. We stayed there several days and 
it was a very painful impression to see these dear people 
(already aged) and Modjeska herself looking rather sick, living 
in that forlorn place, for the surroundings of their charming 
little house were certainly conducive to deep melancholy. It 
was all so dark—the house so hidden away between the rocks, 
that there was no light at all. There was only a tiny spot from 
which one could see the sun. It was very depressing. 

I think it was not Modjeska’s idea to go there, but her hus¬ 
band’s. He had such queer ideas sometimes. For instance, 
when he chose and bought that place for her, he thought it would 
be a brilliant business venture to start there a farm for the 
breeding of goats. So, without knowing anything about them, 
he got an enormous quantity of goats and then let them all 
loose—he let them go free to forage for food. Unfortunately, 
as there was really no grass, only rocks, on the place, the goats 
died almost immediately. 

But the place, in its way, was rather pretty. It looked un¬ 
canny, but interesting—those fantastic walls of rock, and that 
little cottage tucked away in the depths of that canyon. The 
cottage was beautifully planned by Stanford White, the famous 
architect, who was their friend. But it was absolutely dark. We 
spent there two depressing days, and during that time we did 
not see the sun at all. There was only one place, a small open¬ 
ing in which there stood a little ladder which you could climb 
painfully up, if you were courageous enough, and from that 

357 


358 THE PADEREWSKI MEMOIRS 

point, see a tiny bit of sunshine. Yes, the house was actually 
built in a little canyon. A strange place to live ! 

At the time of our visit the goats had already disappeared 
from the scene. They were either dead on account of the lack 
of food, or stolen by the neighbours! It was all very absurd, 
had it not been so sad. I was greatly concerned at this state of 
affairs and at the effect it was bound to have upon Modjeska's 
health. I used all my persuasion and logic to induce Modjeska 
to leave the place and go somew'here into the open world again. 
I actually pleaded with her. But just at the moment of victory, 
instead of agreeing with me as I expected, out of a clear sky 
came that idea of hers to arrange a farewell performance for 
herself in New York, a benefit performance. Her heart it seems 
was set on that, and she needed the money. She could think of 
nothing else. So I promised to arrange all the formalities upon 
my return to New' York. Of course, I addressed myself first to 
Charles Frohman, whom I knew very well, and later to some 
other dear friends of hers, and it was decided that her benefit 
performance should take place somewhere about the beginning 
of April, 1905, and I was to play. I was to play for her benefit— 
as she played for mine when I was a struggling young musician, 
so many years ago. 

Unfortunately, towards the end of my tour I met with a serious 
accident near Syracuse. My private train, en route to Albany, 
was derailed in order to save not only our lives, but to avoid a 
catastrophe which would have been exceptionally grave. The 
details of this accident it is not necessary to go into now, except 
to tell you that the car was completely overthrown—it was 
hurled over on its side with great violence. The china and glass 
were broken and the furniture badly smashed. No one was 
seriously injured, fortunately, but several members of my party 7 
were badly knocked about—and I most of all, because I was 
thrown forward very violently against the table. I was terribly 
bruised and lame, and my nerves were very much shaken, which 
proved more serious than I realised at the time. I found that I 
could not do anything at all after this accident and I was obliged 
to stop playing for several months. The shock of this disaster 
I did not recover from for several years. 

I was then under the management of Charles Ellis of Boston, 
w'hom I always considered a prince among the impresarios of 
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the world, a remarkable man, and such a generous fellow. 
Although he is no longer in that profession and we seldom meet, 
I am glad to say that my friendship with him endures and is 
just as fresh as if I had continued relations with him and saw 
him often.* 

The saddest and most painful thing about that accident w r as 
my inability to appear at Madam Modjeska’s benefit perform¬ 
ance, which proved to be her last. It was perhaps the only 
instance where I was deprived of the satisfaction of being able 
to show my gratitude for a service rendered years before. She 
was gracious and generous enough to help me as a struggling 
youth by her appearance in my first concert, and I had felt 
happy, indeed, to know that I could assist in her last perform¬ 
ance in New 7 York. But Fate decided differently. 

Anyhow, the result of the benefit was a great rallying of her 
friends and admirers for the last time and was a real financial 
success. It enabled her to buy an annuity, which, unfortunately, 
she could enjoy only a few 7 years. She died in November, 1908. 
After all these years Modjeska still stands apart in my memory 
and gratitude. What I have said about her before, and w ? hat I 
say now, is far too little. In the days of my youth our friend¬ 
ship began and I worshipped her goodness and character then— 
as I worship her memory now. 

Yes, it is very hard when an artist must stop working before 
he dies. He should die in harness—on the battlefield. When an 
artist is deprived of his work, life is generally over for him. This 
is so pathetically true that it needs no argument, I think, and I 
see that you agree to this. There have been, of course, some 
notable exceptions, when the artist turned to another branch of 
his art. Franz Liszt, for instance, was such a one. Liszt stopped 
playing when very young, only about forty-five, and then 
devoted all his energy and great genius to creative work. And 
he had much more satisfaction then, than even in the glorious 
days of his playing. This is easily understood, in Liszt's case, 
but for an actor, we must admit, it is quite different. The 
average opera singer or actor at the end of his career is a very 
tragic figure. More than any other of the arts, I think, the 
theatre is the most difficult to abandon. 

A man usually maintains himself on the stage much longer 

* Mr. Charles Ellis has since died. 
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than a woman. A man who has been successful say as Romeo— 
may, thirty years later, still be very great as Falstaff. But it is 
really a tragedy for a woman w'ho has played the great romantic 
figures of the theatre to be forced in her old age into small and 
uninteresting character parts. I repeat, the man has the better 
of the bargain. 

In every way I think it is better for men, not only profession¬ 
ally but even aesthetically. If a man does not look well on the 
stage, if his features are tired, if his skin is drawn and wrinkled, 
it does not mean anything to the public, but with the woman— 
everything! Particularly in your own country, America. In 
England they are far more faithful and not so critical of old age, 
I think. There is always a distinguished place for their idols 
and favourites to the very end. Think of the long list of English 
actresses particularly who have gone on and on until they were 
past seventy, and still adored by the public. I do not think that 
happens in America; your standards are quite different. 

After April, 1905, I did not play any more that year. I was 
not well. A complication of things, too subtle to disentangle now 
and of no interest really to our story, brought this about. 

For several years I was not able to use the Stein way pianos 
as I had had a serious disagreement with the head of the firm, 
the late Charles Steinway, which had led to his positively with¬ 
drawing the Steinway pianos from me. I had asked for cer tain 
changes, for different instruments altogether, saying the ones I 
had were not satisfactory to me, and he had answered saying, 
“ Your telegram is so offensive that I have instructed our repre¬ 
sentatives everywhere to withdraw all our pianos from you from 
now on.” It was very serious. It ended in a complete break. I 
had expected him to make some excuses and objections on the 
part of the firm, naturally enough. On the other hand, he 
evidently expected me to come humbly forward and ask to be 
pardoned, to take back what I had said and the demands I had 
made, etc., and continue to use the instruments they chose to 
give me, not the instrument I wanted and needed. But that I 
would not do, I could not do. It was impossible. It was not a 
personal matter, but an artistic one. It came to an open rup¬ 
ture between us and was most deplorable in every way. It ended 
my relations with the House of Steinway. It is impossible in this 
brief mention to give a satisfactory explanation of this disagree- 
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ment. The demands I had made for changes in the piano were 
quite justified and I had every reason for demanding them. 
True, it involved trouble and expenditure on their part but I, at 
that time, was playing the Steinway pianos all over the world 
and asked nothing that was not within reason and my artistic 
rights. And so our relations were completely broken off. It was 
a deadlock. I felt they were acting most unfairly to me. I then 
accepted and used the Weber piano, which belonged at that 
time to the Aeolian Company. In fact, owing to the Steinway 
disagreement, I played the Weber piano successfully for two 
consecutive tours. 

It took a very long time to get accustomed to another instru¬ 
ment, to make it my friend and respond to my demands. But I 
succeeded and my tour went on as usual in spite of this added 
strain. Fortunately, the Steinway disagreement ended a few 
years later in perfect harmony and with rejoicing on both sides. 

It was wdiile I was playing the Weber pianos that I acquired 
a new r tuner, Eldon Joubert, who was with the Weber Piano 
Company at that time. I mention this now because the tuning 
and care of the piano is of such tremendous importance to the 
artist. It is part of the equipment that I have already spoken 
about, so necessary to every pianist. The tuner of the piano is 
always a very vital factor in the concert season, and Joubert 
was remarkable in many ways, so faithful and reliable and one 
of the best tuners. When I left the Weber Company and 
returned to the Steinways, Joubert went with me and has been 
with me ever since, more than thirty years, I am happy to say. 

Now, I must again repeat that I was not at all well in 1905. 
I still felt the shock of the accident, but nevertheless, in 1906, I 
made a tour in Spain. I played also in the South of France and 
Portugal, too. But that playing was not pleasant to me because 
something was happening to my nerves that made me completely 
hate the piano. I loathed it. I do not know if there was any one 
particular cause to which I could attribute that feeling. It does 
not matter now, except to say that it lasted for several years, my 
feeling of aversion to the keyboard, and still I was obliged to 
play, and, naturally, it showed in my playing. Yes, I felt it 
deeply. It was so very inferior to my past performances and it 
was chiefly due to my resistance to the instrument I was then 
playing. I could not do justice to myself. 
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A change of piano is a very serious thing for an artist to face. 
In Europe, I was then playing the Erard piano which at that 
time was on the verge of changing its character. Instead of being 
built, as formerly, completely of wood, they applied their new 
invention of an iron plate, and from the start it was not a great 
success. It became extraordinarily heavy to play. I was obliged 
to use the Erard piano in Europe for two reasons, first because I 
was accustomed to it, but mostly because of my intimate friend¬ 
ship with Monsieur Biondel, who helped me at the beginning of 
my career and financed my first concerts in Paris and London. 
To him goes my everlasting gratitude. 

It was the tradition of the House of Erard to do this, to offer 
to every pianist of importance the hospitality of the house with 
the instrument ; they assumed the entire expense of the recital, 
leaving to the artist all the receipts without deduction. They were 
very generous and it helped me greatly in the beginning. But as 
soon as I began earning large sums of money, of course I refused 
to accept that kind of subvention and gave all my concerts on my 
own account. 

However, the dreadful fact remains that whatever the cause, 
and there were many subtle contributing ones then, my feeling 
about the piano, my dislike for it, grew more and more intense. 
,1 no longer wanted to play. No matter what I played I did not 
feel in touch with the instrument. It was a kind of torture. I con¬ 
sulted several doctors. They said I was overwrought and that I 
abused the instrument and my strength and that I must not only 
stop playing but do something else. But first of all they told me 
to take a complete rest. There was still a certain energy in me 
which was driving me furiously on to action, but what could I 
do ? Of course, I was always interested in many different things. 
But what should I turn to at that uncertain moment? Final]’ 
one of my friends here in Lausanne, a great physician and a very 
wise man, said, “ Now tell me what is there—that interests you 
personally and sympathetically outside of intellectual things?" 
That was easily answered—I was from an agricultural family and 
I said that agriculture had always interested me very much. 

“ Good/' he exclaimed. "Good! Go and farm. Nature wili 
heal you. I told him that my hands might still be necessary for 
me later on. He laughed and said he did not mean me to do 
actual field work myself, but to take a little farm and attend to 
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it—enjoy it—get interested in it, put my heart and mind in it 
completely, and live close to the healing earth. 

That appealed to me at once. I took a little farm not far from 
here. It interested me from the beginning, and it helped me 
because I had to live a great deal in the open and spend my days 
in the peaceful countryside. I went there in the autumn and con¬ 
tinued throughout the winter. There was plenty of snow and I 
enjoyed it thoroughly. That simple life brought a kind of healing 
with it. 

But things happened as they always do, and it soon became a 
white elephant on my hands, because I began buying and adding 
land to it all the time. It got bigger and bigger. I bought cows 
and pigs and other livestock and became a real farmer. That 
farming experiment lasted for several years. Even when I was 
playing again, my farm was still in operation and cost me a great 
deal of money—a very great deal. 

But during that time I did not practise at all. No, not at all! 
No, I did not touch the piano, but after a few months more with 
my new acquisition, which was growing so rapidly and so ex¬ 
pensively, that little farm of mine made me begin to think about 
money very seriously, and I was obliged to face the fact that I 
must begin to play again. A concert tour was now a necessity. 
There was nothing else to be done. The rest had already done 
me some good and I became a little more friendly towards the 
piano. So I started by giving a few concerts here in Switzerland 
for charity (to break the ice so to speak) and then in spite of my 
continued aversion to the piano, I started a tour in America in 
1907. 


II 

During that tour I was invited to play at the White House, 
on which occasion I met President Theodore Roosevelt, who 
made a deep impression upon me. A strong, brilliant, and ex¬ 
ceptionally well-informed man, knowing a great deal about 
European conditions, and particularly acquainted with my own 
country, which was chiefly due to his love of our remarkable 
writer, Sienkiewicz, who wrote those world-famous novels, By 
Fire and Sword, Children of the Soil, and Quo Vadis. He told 
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me then that he travelled for years with Sienkiewicz’s trilogy. 
Certain opinions about my country expressed by President 
Roosevelt were extremely encouraging to me, and I still gladly 
and gratefully remember every word he said on that subject. He 
was a knight. I had a great admiration for him. He w r as cer¬ 
tainly the 100 per cent American he claimed to be, but do not 
make the mistake of thinking that he was alone in that attribute. 
Other Presidents and statesmen w r ere just as patriotic as he— 
though not as violent in their expression of it. 

Grover Cleveland, for example, was just as 100 per cent 
American as was Theodore Roosevelt. President Wilson was 
just as much of an American as those two, but their tempera¬ 
ments were absolutely different. Cleveland was a great lawyer 
and administrator. Roosevelt was a hero and a fighter, and 
President Wilson was a student and an apostle. President 
Wilson’s knowledge of history was really exceptionally great and 
lofty, and he is still very much misunderstood in America and in 
France. But in France they had particular reasons for that, be¬ 
cause in the beginning, right after the War, they believed in 
his omnipotence. They thought his presence in Paris meant com¬ 
plete fulfilment of his plan during those crucial weeks of struggle 
and the birth of the League of Nations. The French people did 
not know that without the approval of your Congress, his hands 
were tied—he could do nothing. They felt he could do anything 
he wanted, and the feelings throughout Europe even now con¬ 
cerning Wilson are very mixed. For instance, nations which 
have been reconstructed, or resurrected, if you like, through 
Wilson’s appeals (Czechoslovakia, Yugoslavia, and my own 
country, Poland), still worship him. France, England, and Italy 
felt that they were deceived, and Germany, of course, is inflamed 
when speaking of Wilson. They hate him. 

But you know, I am of the opinion that if President Wilson 
had taken with him instead of General Bliss, who was a lovely 
fellow, and Mr. Henry White—if he had taken to France on that 
eventful trip of his, Mr. Lodge, who was a bitter opponent of the 
League of Nations, and Mr. Elihu Root—everything could have 
been accomplished—everything. But he was too partisan in that 
respect. Like every important personality, he stood alone. He 
could not endure any kind of opposition and difference of 
opinion—that was characteristic of him and was his principal 
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difficulty as a great leader and as a national figure. It was his 
undoing, his tragedy. 

But perhaps I should not indulge in these political apprecia¬ 
tions now. One cannot in a few sentences speak adequately of 
such momentous happenings and the attributes of the people that 
swayed them and brought them about. It is a vast subject that 
history must settle and that historians will fight about for many 
years to come. 

Of President Wilson himself, my great and honoured friend, 
I have at a later time many things that I wish to say, particularly 
of his unfailing friendship to me and most of all to my country 7 
at that crucial time—the ending of the War. My memories of 
him will always be among my cherished possessions (I some¬ 
times think that memories are the only possessions we have), 
but this is not the moment to speak of them. They belong with 
the War in the next volume. They have their right place, their 
chronological order in my story. 

We were speaking I think of the White House musicals which 
had become a yearly institution of each Administration. They 
were always very much the same and afforded rather intimate 
and interesting glimpses of the occupants. I do not think, for 
instance, that President Wilson had any particular interest in 
music. There were many sides to his character and he was an 
all-round highly educated man who recognised intellectually that 
music was a part of human progress, of human instruction and 
that it was a necessity even in general education. Whatever he 
said in that respect was just to the point, but he was so absolutely 
immersed and pre-occupied with political problems that he had 
no time or interest for anything that was practically in the sphere 
of dreams—how else can I put it?—but you agree, I see. 

President Taft, whom I knew personally very well indeed, was 
interested in music perhaps even more than Theodore Roosevelt. 

Theodore Roosevelt always listened with charming interest 
and applauded vociferously and always shouted out, “ Bravo! 
Bravo! Fine! Splendid,” even during the performance. 

President Coolidge, strangely enough, really looked as if he 
were delighted with music. This struck me particularly when I 
played at the White House for him. And, moreover, I think he 
liked music for itself, and perhaps he liked it even more because 
while music was going on, he himself did not have to speak, and 
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certainly Coolidge was not fond of talking. Though in contradic¬ 
tion to that I have a little story for you that quite refutes it. I 
once had luncheon with him at the White House and contrary to 
all reports, and to my great surprise. President Coolidge talked 
all the time. Of course, there were only the two of us, but even 
so, he gave me almost no opportunity to say anything. After 
luncheon he had his cigar and I my cigarette, and then he began 
to talk and he talked continuously. And he had something to 
say. He had, I assure you. He was very firm in all his convic¬ 
tions. There was no changing him, I should think, once his mind 
was made up. Without particularly looking it, he was a very 
strong man—and staunch, like your New England granite. 

However, to go on, my tour finished in 1908, and then Mr. 
Ellis, who heard that I had written a symphony, asked that its 
first performance in America be given with the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra. That proposition appealed to me greatly, but it also 
meant extra hard work to orchestrate the symphony, which was 
yet to be done. Together with that proposal came another invi¬ 
tation to play as soloist in all the concerts where my symphony 
was to be performed by the Boston Orchestra, to make another 
little tour in America, the tour to begin in December, 1908. I 
accepted with pleasure, of course. It was most gratifying. 

Then I returned to Europe. Again I played concerts in Paris 
and in London, and again at those distinguished yearly Musicals 
of Mr. Astor. And then I started the orchestration of my sym¬ 
phony, which was finished towards the end of November. I 
worked tremendously. 

In December I returned to America and first played in several 
recitals. Then my symphony was performed in Boston, and 
afterward in New York, Washington, Philadelphia, and Balti¬ 
more, and it was well received by the public as well as the critics. 
It was altogether a success, but I had to stop my tour because my 
nerves were not entirely cured by that expensive farm I had 
bought in Switzerland and which we have already talked about, 
and I was still more shaken by the orchestrating of my sym¬ 
phony. All this, to my despair, brought back again the old 
aversion to the piano. 

I could not finish my tour. It was impossible. I had to return 
immediately to Europe and there tried all kinds of treatments. 




REVOLT AGAINST THE PIANO 367 

not only doctors and their medicines but eveiy suggestion even. 
There was a famous physician at Lausanne, who treated me 
(or tried to treat me) without any result. Another physician 
here hypnotised me in hopes of a cure, but that was no good. 
Useless. And so it w r ent, from bad to worse. 

Again I tried in 1909 to play. I went to Monte Carlo and Nice, 
and than, just to find out whether I could play or not, I went 
on to Bordighera. But it was impossible. The easiest pieces I 
had in my repertoire I could not manage. My fingers were just 
like cotton. I could not produce the tone. The touch was so 
strange to me. The slightest action was an agony of my whole 
body. It w r as torture. 

So I decided not to play at all! I had a new idea (really an 
old idea) and it began to absorb me completely. I was then 
working out the idea of the monument I had planned years be¬ 
fore to commemorate the anniversary of the Battle of Griinwald. 
It was the year 1909. I had ordered the monument in 1908. The 
artist whom I had selected for that work was a young Polish 
sculptor, Antoni Wiwulski by name. He was a man of rare 
genius. 

I should like to tell you about him, and a little about the Battle 
of Grunw'ald, for it is an interesting story and takes me back to 
those strenuous moments of my youth, and my burning desire 
then to commemorate this great historical event. 

I was only a boy of ten when I read for the first time about the 
Battle of Griinwald, which was fought in 1410, a crashing victory 
for my country, over the Teutonic knights who were then rob¬ 
bing Poland of her most cherished possession, access to the sea. 
My response to that historical account was so tremendous that I 
said to myself then, “ How happy I would be if I could make a 
tribute to that splendid victory—if I could live long enough and 
become rich and powerful enough to celebrate the five hundredth 
anniversary of that glorious battle by a monument erected to the 
memory of those great patriots.” From that childish moment 
it became the dream of my life. It never left my heart and con¬ 
sciousness. And in 1910 I accomplished it. The dream came 
true. All my life I was saving money for that; of all the money 
I made, I put aside something for it always. And in 1908 I 
ordered the monument. I ordered it, and then decided to have 
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the ceremony two years later on the five hundredth anniversary, 
July 15,1910. Well, it absorbed me completely. It filled me with 
a great happiness. 

I went to Paris and inquired about some young Polish artists 
who would be able to do such a work. One of them was sug¬ 
gested to me as especially talented, but he was still absolutely 
unknown. He was a poor student and living very miserably. He 
had great difficulties to fight again, poor fellow, as he was con¬ 
sumptive. We talked together and his ability impressed me at 
once. I had faith in him. I asked him if he were strong enough 
to do the work I had in mind and he assured me that he was, and 
he became, even as we talked, a new being. My offer and 
interest gave him hope—something to do—and his health 
improved rapidly in consequence. He immediately started to 
work and made a few models. I liked them, and invited him to 
my house at Morges, and then sent him to a doctor in Lausanne, 
a dear friend of mine, who treated his throat, which was very 
much affected. The doctor helped him immediately and he 
became quite well again. It was a kind of miracle—to all of us. 

So he began his model and worked so successfully that 
in January, 1910, the monument was finished and cast. And 
everything happened as I had wanted to have it, as I had 
dreamed it continuously since I was ten years old. The monu¬ 
ment was erected in Cracow and is really splendid—a beautiful 
creation. And for that gifted youth, WiwulskiJ it was a great 
thing too. His health was restored. New life had come to him, 
but it was not for long, poor fellow! He had been marvellously 
cured by that Lausanne doctor, who was a great surgeon and 
famous for his operations on the larynx. He had cured thousands 
of people as he cured and saved Wiwulski. 

We often talked together, and I once asked him how it was 
possible to perform that very delicate operation of the larynx. 
And he answered very simply, “ Ah, that is God’s blessing— 
that I have such patient hands. They do not shiver (I suppose 
he meant tremble) at all when I perform the operation.” He 
then went on to explain further and said, “ Every one of these 
operations is delicate beyond the imagination to conceive of and 
may end with the death of the patient. But, thank God, I have 
had during my whole long career only one such case, and it was 
not my hand that trembled. It was, alas, the poor patient him- 
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if who became nervous and made a sudden little movement. I 
u > not like to think of it even now," he said—and I saw that it 
affected him deeply even to talk of it. 

But thank God, Wiwulski was cured and went back to his 
native town, Wilno, and started there on a very great work, the 
new Cathedral. He was an architect as well as a sculptor of real 
genius. The w>ar broke out shortly after and he was one of the 
first to go. There was a certain streak of heroism in that boy and 
he went to fight, frail as he was. He fought, and nothing hap¬ 
pened to him. He w r as not even wounded. I w r as already in 
Warsaw as head of the Government, when I received a letter 
from him saying that he felt so well and strong and expected, 
after that attack of the Bolsheviks had passed, to come to 
Warsaw especially to greet me. He was looking forward to that 
and so was I. But a few weeks later he was dead. 

It seems he was on guard one night before the improvised 
fortifications and a soldier with him complained of the cold. It 
was a bitter night, and, without a thought of himself, Wiwulski 
immediately took off his own coat and gave it to his companion, 
and remained on guard himself throughout those long, freezing 
ou ^ s ' ”^ e next day he became very ill, and immediately devel- 
' ^ u _ ouble pneumonia and there was no hope—no help for him. 
n a fortnight he passed aw r ay. His death w r as a dreadful grief 
r ° 1x1 '• I hoped great things for him. But he died as he had 
aved, without thought of himself, just as I had known him, as 
e had always been throughout his brave young life—always 
unselfish and ready for any sacrifice. And now, he was dead— 
t le most gifted sculptor of the time. It w'as a dreadful thing to 
happen—-all that genius and ambition gone for ever. 

The fulfilment of this dream of youth came as a great and 
happy diversion for me at that critical moment of ill health. It 
occupied me wholly. My mind was filled with things that were 
not only serious in themselves, but politically important, and it 
was all very close to my heart. Poland w T as then very much 
oppressed, and the spirit of the people was very low, so I knew 
ill 1. that anniversary of the Battle of Griimvald would affect the 
reelings of the people very much. I knew that if there had not 
been anything of such importance as the unveiling of a monu¬ 
ment commemorating that glorious event, the whole anniversary 
would have passed without notice. I realised that very keenly 
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and, at the unveiling of the monument, I made a short but very 
forcible address before an enormous crowd of people, who with¬ 
out the amplifiers or microphones of this perfected time, heard 
every word. It was all absorbing and brought me happiness and 
content. Something had been accomplished, I felt. 

The unveiling of the monument produced a great effect on 
the mind of the public, not only in the city of Cracow, but 
throughout the whole country. People came from all parts of 
Poland. There were some difficulties in crossing the frontier, but 
many people found it possible to come on foot, not to be noticed 
by the officials, and so to attend that ceremony. It was, without 
any exaggeration, an event of great importance, because there 
was to a certain extent a prophecy in the air—that war was 
approaching and that we Poles should all stand together . Natur¬ 
ally I made no reference to it in my speech, but I did make a 
reference in the text which is on the monument: “ For the glory 
of our forefathers. For the encouragement of our brothers.” 

After that, the same year, on the anniversary of Chopin’s 
birth, the city of Lwow organised a series of concerts (combined 
with lectures) in honour of our greatest composer. Of course, they 
asked me to play, but I could not, to my deep regret. It was 
absolutely impossible for me to play then, as you realise. " I 
am not playing any more,” I said. ' I do not know when I 
shall begin to play again.” And so they asked me instead to 
deliver an address at the opening ceremony. I agreed to that 
gladly and prepared an address. In my opinion, that address 
was just as satisfactory as if I had given a concert. And perhaps 
all unknowingly this proved to be my first real entrance into 
politics, the very beginning of a career that in the farthest 
stretches of my imagination I could not have foreseen. As I look 
back now I feel very strongly that that moment was a tiny open¬ 
ing of the door into another world. At this moment I can trace 
it almost step by step. Yes, w'hen I had the patriotic idea of that 
monument, I appeared for the first time to certain people as a 
leader. I did not intend that, or realise it then, but it happened 
so. There were several persons who had won the esteem and 
confidence of the people in Poland and I was regarded as one of 
them. It turned out to be my first, perhaps not decisive, but 
significant, step in the direction of politics, and my address about 
Chopin increased that impression. 
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.During that week in Lwow, I was elected President of the 
first Convention of Polish Musicians in the history of our art. 
Unfortunately I could not attend their conference because there 
was so much to do, receiving various delegations, making the 
addresses, etc., for which I was in constant demand. 

As I was not playing then, and had to refuse their urgent 
request for a concert, I asked my friend and pupil, Ernest 
Schelling, to give one Chopin recital, which he did brilliantly. 

During the convention there was another concert at which my 
symphony was given, and finally my opera “ Manru ” was per¬ 
formed. So all in all there were many festivities, and I remember 
most happily several banquets given for the students. I addressed 
these students and it was one of the greatest pleasures of that 
convention, I think, to greet and talk with that eager youth. I 
felt at one with them. I made the opening address and the final 
one to bid them good-bye. 

All this brought a new turn in my life, a new door opened. 
The gates of politics swung wide for me, but still I was not sure, 
I did not like to enter. But it was Destiny. 

I must not forget to tell you that in that crowded year, too, 
came the presentation of the diploma of Doctor of Philosophy 
of the University of Lwow. It was a time of great activity. 

And now we must again pick up the thread of our story which 
has been side-tracked for a moment. 

My deep aversion to the piano, in spite of my detour into 
politics, still continued during 1910 and even during 1911. I was 
considering a tour in South America because I needed money. I 
had, of course, a certain amount of money, but not enough to 
live on. I still had to work. My fortune was invested in Polish 
securities as I considered it my duty, being a Pole, to put my 
savings into them. Of course, these savings were greatly reduced 
by the monument. There was still something left to rely upon, 
and it was quite a nice sum of money, but not enough, and I had 
to work again—no matter how I felt, and perhaps it is just as 
well. 

So I went to South America and had very successful tours 
there. I had five successful and pleasant recitals in Rio 
de Janeiro, three at Sao Paulo, and seven or eight in Buenos 
Aires. I intended at first going to Chile over the Andes, but had 
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to abandon that journey, which, considering the altitude, was 
extremely dangerous for me then. 

During that whole tour, the playing was an untold torture, an 
agony beyond words to describe. I still did not feel at all in 
sympathy with my work. It was still a fight, not as hard as at 
the beginning because I felt a little more in sympathy with the 
piano then. But it was a period of great nervousness and weak¬ 
ness. The climate also contributed to that to a certain extent, 
and especially in Brazil the discomfort was very great. Though 
we lived in a hotel about 1500 feet higher than the city of Rio, 
the air was most oppressive. We could not sleep, and especially 
as the beds were terribly hard and the pillows, I’m sure, were 
filled with sand ! And the food was very bad. Altogether a time 
of misery and pain. 

The tour lasted from July until November. In Buenos Aires, 
it was quite different. It was comfortable there. 

Early in 1912, I went to South Africa. And a very unpleasant 
journey it was, and another very unpleasant experience alto¬ 
gether. I was feeling a little better then. Those long voyages had 
some slight and good effect on me, but the conditions in South 
Africa were not pleasant at all, for in South Africa there are only 
incredible things! 

But I must add to this that I also had several funny experi¬ 
ences in South Africa, but more amusing to tell about now, than 
at the time. I recall one very vividly—I had to play in Pieter¬ 
maritzburg. About half an hour before the recital (I was still 
in the hotel) my valet, the faithful Marcel, hurried in greatly 
upset and said that a lady, beautifully dressed, had just stepped 
out of her carriage, entered the hotel, and insisted upon seeing 
me at once, because she had something very important to tell me. 
She was very insistent. He could do nothing with her, so I went 
immediately to the drawing-room and saw there a very nice- 
looking lady, beautifully dressed as Marcel had said. She seemed 
greatly agitated and excited, and I asked why she had come. 
Whereupon she said, “ Oh, Monsieur Paderewski, I am here for 
your autograph. I must have your autograph. I must have it 
now.” 

I simply stared at her. I was astonished at the absurdity and 
audacity of the request, and I said, '* Madame, I have my con¬ 
cert in a few minutes, not quite half an hour, and I cannot write 
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beforehand, because it is too dangerous for my fingers. I never 
write or use my hands just before playing. It is out of the ques¬ 
tion. I'm sorry, but I cannot do it now.” 

‘ Oh, you must do it,” she declared. “ You must do it for 
me.” 

' c Impossible,” I answered, rising and moving towards the 
door. “ I will do it after the concert, I promise you. But not 
now; You must excuse me until after my concert.” 

“ Oh, no, no,” she protested, " that won’t do, for I am not 
going to your concert. I cannot see you afterward. I am too 
busy. I must be present at a reception then, and later on I have 
a dinner party—so I must have your autograph now. I am too 
busy to come to you again. I shall not leave here until you give 
it to me.” And she rose and took her stand in front of the door. 

Well, I confess I was terrified. Just imagine the situation. 
There was no hope for me; no help at hand. I could not escape. 
I bowed to the inevitable. I wrote the autograph; otherwise I 
should never have been able to even start for my concert! 

It w r as masterly strategy on her part, and only once before in 
my career and battles with autograph hunters have I faced such 
a determined attack, which I really think must be told now while 
we are on the painful subject of autographs. Some years before, 
in Leipzig, I was confronted not only with one lady, but with 
two rather charming young girls, Americans. I had just given a 
concert for the benefit of Liszt’s monument in Weimar. I do not 
know why, but it was considered something of a sensation, that 
particular concert, and many people ran after me for my auto¬ 
graph and insisted upon shaking hands, and so on. 

The next morning after the concert, without any notice what¬ 
ever, there suddenly appeared two young ladies in my drawing¬ 
room. They just walked in without being announced, probably 
having bribed one of the attendants at the hotel. They were 
smiling but very determined. They lost no time in proceeding to 
business. They had brought autograph books with them, and 
demanded that I sign them then and there. Of course I took the 
books at once (there was really nothing else to do) and signed 
them. But whilst I was writing my autograph, one of the young 
ladies opened her little bag and drew out, with a flourish, a pair 
of sharp and shining little scissors. At that time, I must regret¬ 
fully admit, I had much more hair than I have now\ It was often 
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an object of comment and curiosity and sometimes even admira¬ 
tion. When I saw the scissors and the look in that young woman's 
eye, I confess I became very frightened. I realised at once her 
fell purpose and I realised too at that moment that I might 
become (without any help for it) completely disfigured for life 
at her hands. 

I wasted no time; I did not stand on ceremony. I jumped 
from my chair and said, “ What are you going to do ? What do 
you want with those scissors. Mademoiselle?” 

“ Oh, we want some locks of your beautiful hair,” the young 
lady answered smilingly, moving swiftly towards me, scissors in 
hand. 

“ Oh, no, no, I cried, “ no ! You cannot have locks of my 
hair. I refuse absolutely.” And I moved quickly a little further 
away from her; but it was useless. The young ladies drew 
closer. There was not a moment to lose. It was then a question 
of actual seconds and I began to move. Quicker and quicker I 
moved backward as they advanced towards me, and finally I 
simply turned and ran for my life, through the drawing-room, 
which was very big, into the next room. I ran with all the speed 
in my body on to my bedroom, and then, as they were still pur¬ 
suing, through my room and on to the room of my servant. 

They were close upon me then, and as a last resort, I saw 
there was still another room with the door half-open. It was a 
room belonging to some one else, whom, I did not know or care ! 

I only thanked God for it. I rushed in and closed the door. I 
pushed it shut with all the force of my body and held myself 
against it. All the time those girls were racing after me with 
their scissors ready for the attack. Finally, I locked the door 
and then I was safe! though I still trembled with fear as they 
knocked and knocked and tried to force their way in. Thank 
God, the door held! If it had given way, who can say what 
might have happened ? One Samson and two Delilahs ! If it had 
been one Delilah—ah, who can tell? 

But let us return to Africa. 

The second experience in Africa was more serious. It was in 
Durban. I was giving my concert and it happened that it was 
during Holy Week. I had just started my programme, when 
suddenly I heard choral singing outside, very powerful singing 
indeed. The hall is very beautiful in Durban, but it was rather 
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empty—not a full house because there are not many whites 
there. It is a black man's country. I could not understand the 
cause of that choral singing during my concert. I played on for 
a while, thinking it would stop, but it did not stop! It became 
louder and louder. It was impossible for me to continue, so I 
left the platform and went to the artists’ room, where I found my 
so-called impresario and asked him the cause ot the disturbance, 
and said I could not continue. The gentleman in question was a 
South African. He simply laughed, shrugged his shoulders, and 
told me to pay no attention to it. It meant nothing, he said. 

“ But why do they sing now ?” I asked. “ Why sing in front 
of this hall during my concert?” 

“ Oh, that is just a religious matter,” he replied cheerfully. 
" There is a congregation here which is very orthodox and they 
do not at all approve of any entertainment during Holy Week, 
and so they have come in a crowd to protest against the concert. 
We cannot do anything. Even the police cannot disperse them. 
You must simply go on playing. They will not stop. There is no 
help for it. They will sing and you must play. 

Well, they sang for at least three-quarters of an hour, and I 
played on through all the disturbance; it was an agony and, of 
course, I cancelled the next concert. 

I had still another disagreeable experience, with the critics 
this time, in South Africa. My prices, as usual in Great Britain 
or the Dominions, ranged from one guinea for the best seats on 
down. This happened in Pretoria. It was not an unpleasant 
place and it was a very musical audience. There were many 
cultured people there. The house was quite full, but after the 
concert, some one whom I had known before and who happened 
to be there, gave me a newspaper, and in it was an article about 
myself. It was amazing ! It said, " Think of a foreigner, a mere 
pianist who comes here to our country just to play the piano, 
and has the effrontery to charge one guinea for the seats. What 
robbery ! Why, we had here not long ago, in a beautiful theatre, 
a man who could play the clarinet, the violin, a triangle, drum, 
and accordion, and play all those instruments at the same time, 
and his price was only a shilling!” 

Well, I was glad enough to leave South Africa and to see 
England again and renew my acquaintance with many old 
friends. It was upon my return that I saw my dear friend Lord 
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Northcliffe, and he asked me why I had not consulted him 
before undertaking that long journey to South Africa—whether 
it would be worth while. He said that was the last country on 
earth where an artist of great name should go, as there were not 
enough cultivated people to appreciate him. 


XVIII 


Tragic Experience 

After that unsuccessful tour in South Africa, 1912, my nerves 
began to improve and it was fortunate because I had another 
shock in store for me. Then began one of the most serious per¬ 
sonal and political troubles of my life. It was with the Jews. 
That was a very dramatic and tragic event with bitter 
consequences. 

While I was living in London at Park Crescent, a gentleman 
from my own country came to see me. He was a Pole and a 
political man of very high standing. He had been the repre¬ 
sentative of Warsaw in the first and second Parliaments of 
Russia. They called that Parliament the Douma. He was stay¬ 
ing at the Langham Hotel, not very far away, and as we had a 
very large house and plenty of guest rooms. I asked him to move 
c > my house and live there with us during the time we were going 
to be in England. 

My intention was to let him meet and have certain conver¬ 
sations with the most important political men of England, and 
to promote thereby the Polish question in England. He came, 
and brought with him a tremendous box. It immediately 
attracted my attention, it was so bigl I naturally commented 
on its size and asked him what was in the box, and he said to 
me > Oh, that box is for you ! I have brought it all the way 
crom Poland for you and it contains all the copies of the news¬ 
paper which you founded in Warsaw.” I was amazed. I could 
not believe that I had heard correctly. 

What?” I said, “ what did you say? I founded a news¬ 
paper in Poland? What do you mean ? Explain yourself. What 
newspaper ?” 

Oh, yes,” he easily replied. ” I mean your newspaper. 
That’s what I mean. Of course, you did not found it by yourself 
alone, but the money you sent us helped us to establish it. So 
it s your newspaper, you see.” 
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“ But what kind of a paper is it ?” I inquired. 

“ Why, it is an anti-Jewish paper," he answered, " of 
course.” 

An anti-Jewish paper! But I do not see any necessity for 

that.” 

“ Ah !' he exclaimed. " You say you do not see that neces¬ 
sity. But we see that necessity. It is very necessary. It is the 
most important political problem of Poland at this moment.” 

" No, no, you are mistaken,” I said. “ It is not! The most 
important problem is our independence, our liberty, not our strife 
with any part of the population living within the national borders. 
I do not agree with you at all.” 

“ Well, it is too late now, you cannot help it,” he said. " It is 
done. You cannot change it.” 

“ But what are you saying in it ?” I cried. “ This is shocking. 
Horrible. What is the policy of that paper?” 

“ Oh, we are just boycotting all the Jews. We are trying to 
establish all over Poland the principle of boycotting every Jewish 
merchant. That's w r hat we are doing.” 

“ But it is ridiculous,” I exclaimed, “ and impossible too. 
There are places where there is not one single merchant except 
the Jews. It is impossible to do it.” 

All right, all right, but it is our principle and we are doing 
it. And shall continue to do it.” 

“ And with my money,” I thought. I was frightfully dis¬ 
turbed. It was a great shock to me and I again looked into the 
newspapers he had brought me, and it was really ridiculous. 

At that time all the Jews who came from Russia were victims 
of persecution by the Russian nation—victims of pogroms, whole¬ 
sale massacres. They came to Poland to escape persecution, but 
strangely enough, once in Poland, they started to show their 
excessive Russian patriotism, which was not very much to the 
taste of the Poles, and naturally these newcomers brought a 
great deal of disturbance and ferment into the whole community. 

They were persecuted in Russia, but in Poland they were very 
welcome to the Russian Government, because, you know, that 
principle which is expressed in Latin, " Divide et impera ”— 

Divide and rule ”—-that was very convenient to the Russian 
Government. They wanted to have that disturbance, that fer¬ 
ment and discontent of the Poles. It suited their purpose. 
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Now it so happened that in that very year there came new 
elections to the third Russian Parliament under the old regime, 
and though the Jews were not in the majority in Warsaw, they 
managed so well with the consent, and even with the assistance, 
of the officials, that they got the majority of votes—and could 
elect the representative from Warsaw to the Parliament, not the 
Poles, but the Jews. 

The Polish gentleman who was then in my house was again 
a candidate as a representative from Warsaw to Parliament; he 
had been twice elected. The third time he was beaten by the 
Jew’s, and that newspaper in my opinion was a kind of retalia¬ 
tion. 

As to the money I sent them, it was when the first elections 
were announced. Of course every one had to give some money, 
every one who felt the necessity of having proper representation 
in the Parliament, and every one who could afford to give money 
did so. I gave each time for the election a certain sum. It 
happened that at that particular election, as I had a little more 
money and the necessity of fighting was more acute, I gave a 
little more than usual. I gave about $1000. I sent that money 
for the election fund. 

Now, you cannot establish a newspaper with $1000. Any one 
knows that. It was ridiculous. I most distinctly said I was 
sending that money for the Election Fund, as everybody else did. 

Evidently the Committee which was in charge of the election, 
seeing that the prospects for the election were very weak, decided 
to revenge themselves on the Jews, which was stupid. 

Yes, that was stupid, but the Jews were still more stupid, 
because instead of electing some one from among themselves 
who was an intelligent and respectable man, and who would 
have been a worthy representative of a community, they elected 
an almost illiterate Polish workman without any education, a 
man who was not capable of saying ten words. It was an insult 
to the city. 

That was the reason for their establishing that newspaper. But 
I could not agree with that, and I said it w-as ridiculous and dis¬ 
honest to say that I founded the paper. I protested strongly. 

” Well,” my friend said, “ w r e had to say something. You 
have a big name in Warsaw', and somebody has to be behind that 
newspaper. We had to have a figurehead, an ardent patriot. 
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When we were asked who gave money for it, well, we said that 
you did. You can't do anything about it now.” 

But,” I said, " first of all that is not true, and secondly, it 
is dishonourable.” 

“ Yes, but you cannot deny it,” he retorted, “ you cannot. If 
you deny it, you know what it means. You will have not only 
the whole of our party against us (you may pay no attention to 
that) but there will be even worse consequences—there will be 
riots, because there will be people who will join you, who will 
oppose us. We are going to fight them, and the'result will be 
riots and disorders everywhere. It will start something—a fight 
which may end very seriously.” 

„ What „ a situatl ’ on ! But I realised the truth of what he said. 

• ell, I thought to myself, I must bear the consequences 
because I am not going to start anything which would direct the 
attention of the whole world on Warsaw.” You can easily realise 
that the Press of the whole world could make out of that some¬ 
thing very scandalous. So it was better to keep quiet and do 
nothing. I could privately say it was not true, but I could not 
then make a public statement. I was in a very bad situation, but 
powerless to act. What he said was all true. " If you make a 
public statement, however short, denying your connection with 
our newspaper, it will result in riots.” It was a bad business. 

So when I came to Warsaw in 1913, after having played in 
several German places and in Cracow and Lwow, I gave a con¬ 
cert for the Fund of the Literary Men in Warsaw, and then I 
could see with my own eyes in what a state the place was on 
account of that conflict with the Jews. The paper was still going 
on, and went on for some years after that. There was no thin g 
to be done about it. 

It was, I think, the second month of its existence when I got 
those first copies and learned there was such a paper. I had 
been in London five or six weeks when that gentleman arrived 
and brought me the great news and the copies in his tremendous 
box! 

The aspect of that poor city of Warsaw was really quite revolu¬ 
tionary. Everywhere there were bands of suspicious-looking 
Jews or Poles. Of course, the Poles were in a large majority 
but that majority was not organised. It was a small group of 
people who had started the newspaper. The whole of the nation 
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was by no means in harmony with that object, and all the Jews 
were against it naturally, because they were the attacked. 

So they decided to oppose it and to fight. Then there came to 
me several Jewish people, very decent men who asked me to 
make a denial of these charges. I told them frankly that it was 
impossible. Although I had had nothing to do with it, I could 
not make any public statement which would tend to increase this 
already serious disturbance, a disturbance which might lead to 
further riots and even fighting. I could not lend my hand to 
such a thing. They agreed and accepted that verdict as it should 
have been accepted. So I had to bear the consequences, which 
were hard—bitter. 

When I arrived in America in the fall of 1913» I found to my 
surprise the Jews there already strongly united against me. They 
had even sent out circulars all over the country. There were 
several newspapers which reproached me with having done such 
an abominable thing as founding a newspaper to boycott the 
Jews, and to excite the whole of the Polish population against the 
Hebrew part of the country. 

The propaganda in that direction achieved such proportions 
that even some of my friends (and 1 had among my friends 
several prominent Jews in New York) became deeply concerned. 
They said that something drastic must be done, that it 
was intolerable to have such libellous propaganda and persecu¬ 
tion in a civilised country. They were greatly disturbed. 

Those circulars or handbills were worded in a very drastic 
way. For instance, to quote one, " Are you going to patronise 
Paderewski’s concerts ? Do you know that Paderewski uses all 
the big sums of money he earns in America to organise pogroms 
of women, children, and old Jewish people in Poland?” It was 
all very serious. There are many of those handbills still in 
existence and I shall be able to show you one, I trust. 

I myself received many, many letters, anonymous and signed, 
saying that it was my duty to call a mass meeting and justify my¬ 
self as to all these crimes of which I had been, and still was, 
accused. There were hundreds of letters of menace, too, with 
threats to my life, and they came in such quantities that my 
manager, Mr. Charles Ellis, actually found it necessary to appeal 
to the authorities, and the authorities decided the situation was 
so grave that I should not travel unprotected. So a number of 
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detectives were assigned to accompany me during the whole tour 
of 1913. 

The season started in October and lasted till the end of April. 
For the entire tour I had that company of detectives, who on 
several occasions informed me of very dangerous conditions and 
happenings. Everywhere the same kind of persecution; every¬ 
where those circulars and handbills. The situation was extremely 
serious and my life was often in danger. In several places the 
Rabbis in the synagogues actually preached against me. They 
appealed to their congregations not to attend my concerts, 
because I was such a bitter enemy of their race. 

To a certain extent it affected my audiences, but not very 
much. Not as much as you would have thought. 

At the same time, not a few Jews came to me personally as 
they usually came, to ask me for assistance. I never refused 
them in spite of these attacks. 

There were two cases in particular when, in spite of that 
ferocious propaganda, a number of Jews came to ask me to help 
them go back to Poland. And I did it gladly. I gave money for 
those two families to return to Poland, and that represented quite 
a nice little sum, I assure you. But in one case I was specially 
pleased to do that because the petitioner happened to be the son 
of my old friend Schmul, whom I shall mention later, in my 
political activities. During the war he had no luck in America. 
His family was large also, and he wanted to go back to Poland 
and appealed to me to help him. And I was happy to send him 
back. 

During that tour, as an addition to my troubles, I had a severe 
attack of neuritis in my right arm. It was so painful that I 
played with extreme difficulty, and I felt that the moment soon 
would come when I should have to interrupt my tour. Well, that 
moment came at Seattle. I could not play any longer. I could 
not even lift my arm, the pain was intolerable, and as I was to 
proceed from Seattle through Portland, Oregon, to San Fran¬ 
cisco, I cancelled the concert in Seattle and went directly to San 
Francisco. This condition was not only aggravated but actually 
brought about by the terrific nervous strain and anxiety of the 
past months. The situation in which I found myself upon arrival 
in America, through these attacks of the Jews and their violent 
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propaganda against me, was one of great difficulty, and in spite 
of my innocence, was deeply disturbing. 

A good friend of mine, Mr. Urchs, of the Steinway firm, met 
me upon my arrival in San Francisco. He was gravely con¬ 
cerned at my condition and said, ‘ ‘ I shall go at once and inquire 
about the best doctor for you. 

I was very anxiously awaiting the arrival of that doctor when 
Mr. Urchs returned, not with the doctor but with another friend 
of mine, a musician from San Francisco, Sir Henry’ Heymann, 
and he said, “ Now, there is no use calling a doctor, because a 
doctor cannot cure you immediately and that’s what you want. 
But there is something else for you to do. You must go at once 
to Paso Robles and take some of the mud baths there for your 
arm. They are magical,” Heymann said, “ so many of my 
friends have been cured, and I am also enjoying the treatment 
myself because I too have neuritis badly. It is almost infallible, 
that treatment at Paso Robles.” 

It was only six hours away from San Francisco and worth 
trying. So we started immediately for Paso Robles, and there I 
had my treatment for three weeks, after which I could continue 
my tour and finish it in comfort. My neuritis had left me. That 
place is absolutely unknown, and, as I know by my own experi¬ 
ence, the result of that treatment is really miraculous. There is 
a bathing establishment and a large hotel, very comfortable too, 
but there are very few guests—only people from surrounding 
places. Why it has not been developed, I do not know. All these 
mud baths contain a large amount of radium and are of the 
greatest benefit. It can only be a question of time, I think, before 
this place becomes a well-known " cure.” 

Yes, I was cured and filled every one of my engagements. But 
the dreadful situation in connection with the Jewish persecution 
was still upon me, still going on, for while I was in Paso Robles, 
to my great surprise, an official of the Administration in 
Washington came to me and said that I must now make an 
affidavit stating that these accusations of the Jews were 
unfounded. 

But I asked, “ Why do you come to me now about it? I have 
made no complaint.” 

No,” he replied, " you have not, but the Administration at 
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Washington is now aware of all these regrettable things that 
have happened, all these threatening letters, all the circulars, 
which were current and are still current all through the country, 
and besides you must now be informed that there has been a 
strong petition sent to the President by some of your influential 
friends from New York (and among them some of the notable 
Jews) asking the President to put an end to that propaganda 
which is unworthy of a civilised country.” That was President 
Wilson. 

So I had to make an affidavit at once that I had not established 
a newspaper, that I had nothing to do with organising pogroms 
and that all these accusations were absolutely false. 

I think it will be interesting to include that affidavit in these 
memoirs of mine. Painful as all this is to recall, it has its place, 
and an important one, in the story of my career. This is the 
time to tell it, to put it in its chronological order, the year it 
occurred and such details as make it now, after so many years, 
an integral part of my memories. 

The affidavit was made at El Paso de Robles, California, on 
February 5, and is now in the possession of a friend. It follows: 

February 5, 1914. 

State of California 
County of San Luis Obispo : 

SS 

Ignace Jan Paderewski, being first duly sworn, deposes and 
says: 

My home is at Morges, in Switzerland; I am temporarily 
sojourning at the Hot Springs at El Paso de Robles, California. 
During the last year / have been publicly subjected to many un¬ 
just charges which have caused many of my friends indignation 
and concern. For the satisfaction of those good friends, and for 
such use as they may make of this affidavit, and to all whom it 
may concern, I hereby swear and declare : 

That I never gave money to any anti-Jewish newspaper what¬ 
soever. 

That the establishment of the newspaper of which I am accused 
of being the founder, was absolutely unknown to me and, in 
fact, I only heard of its existence for the first time some two 
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months after the date upon which (as I am informed) it was 
founded. 

That I never initiated or supported the boycotting of the Jewish 
fade in Poland, being entirely out of, and not taking any part 
in active politics in Poland. 

[Signed] I. J. Paderewski. 


That affidavit was sent, I understand, to all the New York 
newspapers. I, of course, was not in New York at the time, but 
was informed that The Evening Post was the only New York 
newspaper that published the affidavit. This was due in some 
Measure perhaps to my lifelong friendship with Henry T. Finck, 
ffie music critic of that famous journal. Although I never saw 
it, I wish to add that the affidavit was also published in Musical 
■America a short time afterwards. 

But the persecution continued as before. It was not stopped 
tor the rest of the tour, and for all the consecutive tours the Jews 
i dnued to attack me violently. They never believed my state¬ 
ments. Never. 


some ot m y friends in New York even went to a Jewish news- 
paper protesting against such treatment, saying it was not true. 

e on y P J y was » Oh, yes. We know it is not true, but it is 
m publicity! It sells the newspaper. ’ ’ 

p ^ only result o the affidavit was that the promoters in 
w ^° we re responsible for starting the paper got furious 
an rn c - on me an d attacked me in that very paper! My own 
P ,'p' f they called it. What a fantastic situation ! 

AH this took place in 1914, the year of the Great War, and 
ls ’ httle as We realised at that moment, was almost upon 
11 \ . ar was already in the air, and it was in the interests of 
J ews to have that propaganda continue, not personally 
gainst me, but against Poland. Even after the war, during my 
r tours America, 1 found these circulars still being dis- 
p U , e 111 s °me places. Still going about—still making mischief, 
tfut, tor the moment, I shall leave it at that. At another time 
ere is more to say but it does not belong to this year of 1914. 
a much later period the attack was renewed, 
now want to tell you of an important new interest in my 
• It was in February, 1914, that I bought my ranch in Paso 
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Robles. There were two reasons for buying that large property, 
which has since been a cause of much trouble and expense. First 
of all, I was under a feeling of great gratitude to the place itself 
for my recovery, and secondly, I was persuaded constantly, and 
I may say, almost violently, by the physician of the establish¬ 
ment who had a decided passion for the real-estate business, and 
I was completely at his mercy! He used to come to me and 
preach about acquiring land there because it was so profitable, 
such an opportunity for investment for the future. He was as 
deeply interested in that as he was in his patients, apparen y. 
It had its amusing side, of course, because I was helpless al 
his mercy. His attacks upon me took place when I was in the 
baths—in mud up to my neck ! I could not protest, I could not 
resist, and he never let up. I was in a trap. I must add in 
justice, however, that I was probably quite a willing victim, for 
I really loved the place and was very' grateful besides. 

There are plenty of those healing mud baths on my estate 
and I know there are several sources of mineral water of the 
same kind used in the Thermal Establishment in Paso Robles, 
so there was reason in the arguments of my physician. 

Paso Robles, by the way, is a Spanish name meaning the 
passage of the oaks. 

I developed the place greatly. I planted many hundreds of 
acres of almond trees, prune trees, walnut trees and even a v ine- 
yard, which for a time had great success because of the Swiss- 
Italian colonists who lived not far away, and who bought the 
grapes to make their own wine. But it is expensive to keep up. 
I have there a very good man, who was practically educated at 
my expense because he made liis apprenticeship in Switzerland. 
For a time mv garden here at Riond-Bosson in Merges has b n 
considered as a model orchard in the whole of th Swiss Con¬ 
federation. 

Yes, I loved Paso Robles before and after I bought it. It 
proved to be another gold mine, as I have already said, a mine 
that you pour gold into but never take any out! There have 
been many such gold mines in my life. 
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Fete Day 

But we must now go back to our tour. After that tour in iqi4, 
I played once in London and then came directly to Switzerland, 
to my house at Morges, longing for a much-needed rest, but the 
air was full of menace. Even then peace was slowly receding 
from the world. The shocking murder of the Austrian Archduke 
Ferdinand a few days before had horrified the whole world. 
The consequences of that assassination could not then be fore¬ 
told, but a dreadful fear gripped all Europe at that time. At any 
moment the tension might break and then—? We all waited 
from hour to hour, I may say, in the gravest suspense. Already 
in the beginning of July I had several unexpected but important 
visitors, w T hose object it was not difficult to guess. They talked 
about certain important changes in the map of Europe. War 
was in the air. I knew it was coming. In spite of my joy at 
being again in my own house, in all the peace and beauty of 
that lovely spot, the days were full of a great unrest and sadness 
that nothing could alleviate. The hour of doom was approach¬ 
ing slowly, but oh so surely, and still life went on in the old 
accustomed way. Friends came and went; we laughed and 
talked and made music, and a particularly beautiful summer 
lay lovingly upon all the land. 

On the 31st of July, the day of my patron saint, St. Ignace, 
which has always been a day of festivity in my house, there was 
a very 7 large gathering of people from various countries, and of 
many nationalities. It has been a delightful and happy custom 
for many years to make that a kind of fete day, and all the 
countryside, people from Geneva, Lausanne and elsewhere, 
come with their greetings. It is one of the most touching things 
that have come into my life, this lovely gesture towards me by 
my neighbours. The children come, too, lots of them. They 
come in their pretty white dresses with bouquets and little gifts, 
sometimes to sing to me and sometimes to dance or say a poem. 
It is all very touching. 
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The festivities go on all day. A big luncheon is served to all 
my visiting friends, and the good-will and gaiety, and I may 
add food, goes on throughout the afternoon. It is a happy time 
for everybody. 

The luncheon at this special festivity was a large one and 
friends came from all over the world, I can say. Now there is 
something that I must mention just here, something in connec¬ 
tion with the gentleman to whom we have already devoted some 
attention, head of a large and strong political party in Poland, 
the same gentleman, you will remember, who organised that 
newspaper in my name against the Jews. He, too, had arrived 
that morning to celebrate my fete day. 

During the luncheon, at which there were some forty people 
present, I had to acknowledge with thanks all those who came 
to give me the evidence of their affection. In a little address I 
said that in spite of our happiness at being together, we must all 
realise that it was a moment of extreme gravity and that even 
while we sat there the fate of Europe was perhaps swaying in 
the balance, that the ominous mutterings of war were already 
vibrating through the land, and that if war came, my own 
country, Poland, would be among the first to suffer, I felt sure. 
She would be tom with battle for a very long time and would 
become a sea of blood and tears, but she would emerge free at 
the end—please God. 

It was a tense moment for every one at the table, broken by 
the quick retort of our political friend, who jumped to his feet 
and answered me rather gaily and confidently that I was too 
pessimistic, and in spite of my protest that Austria-Hungary' had 
already declared war on Serbia, he went on still in the same 
vein, declaring that there was no real cause for alarm, that 
there would be no war, there could be no war, that conditions 
were not ready for war, and so on. 

Every one drew a long breath as he sat down, and all leaned 
back in their chairs as coffee was brought in by the butler. But 
just as the last cup was served, a telegram was handed to him. 
He opened it quickly and sat staring at it, absolutely pale. Then 
he rose quietly from his chair, and came to my side. "I am 
sorry,” he whispered, “ but I must leave at once. I do not 
understand why, but they are calling me to return immediately.” 
In a second he was gone from the room. After a few minutes, I 
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excused myself and joined him in the hall and said good-bye. 
He was still stunned and overcome at his orders, but still protest¬ 
ing as he went out of the door, still denying as he shook hands, 
saying " there will be no war. It is impossible. No one is ready. 
We cannot have war now.” 

This was an ominous interlude to me and the few people who 
noticed his departure. But the day went on with gaiety and 
happiness, and the dinner that night was a beautiful one. My 
wife had given it her special attention. All my dear and close 
personal friends and artists had come especially at this time. 
They had come from Paris, London, and New York. 

On this particular 31st of July, 1914, my friends decided to 
make that day an unusually memorable and gay one. It was to 
be a gala occasion, more brilliant than any that had preceded it. 
A great number of artists, Polish, Swiss, French, and American, 
were there. Everything was propitious and great preparations 
were on foot. They decided to have some kind of a fantastic 
play, I know of no better word for it, and they organised a 
pageant of exclusive Chinese character. I have a little collection 
of Chinese curiosities, for which I had quite a particular fond¬ 
ness, and that probably gave the impulse to my friends to arrange 
that pageant. 

During the evening splendid fireworks were displayed, and 
then from the farthest end of the park which surrounds the house, 
a tremendous Chinese dragon, spitting real fire and flames (it 
seemed to the onlookers), advanced majestically towards the 
house. It was something terrific, uncanny, and prophetic, too, 
at the same time, I felt—and was really frightening. 

During the evening a rather large number of my visitors, who 
were young and middle-aged Swiss gentlemen, arrived for supper 
and I noticed that each one was carrying a little valise. It struck 
me at the time as rather strange, but that was all. Nothing 
happened, however, until we were seated at table, when the 
supper was interrupted by the telephone, which rang con¬ 
tinuously, and the messages were evidently of such importance 
that every few minutes one of these Swiss gentlemen was called 
to the telephone and obliged to leave the table. It was noticeable 
and very strange. 

There was also a peculiar atmosphere among all the guests. 
Every one, without knowing exactly why, was under the impres- 
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sion that sometliing was about to happen-that something 
amst happen. It affected the whole gathering and threw a 
strange kind of gloom over the gaiety at supper. Of course, I 

I' ' -l 1 - y ° U ’ there . were already rumours in the newspapers, 
justifying, to a certain degree, our unrest and nervousness, but 
matter did not become quite clear until late that night, at 
< ne o clock. Suddenly, from another room, all my Swiss guests 
appeared at the door in military uniform! That explained the 
vallses ha .° carried. They were all very' tense and very 

solemn; and without a word, each man came up to me, shook 

hands and said very simply, “ Au revoir, and perhaps 
good-bye. 

It was a dreadful moment. I found myself unable to say 
an /bung. But as the last one left the room I ventured to ask. 
Where are you going, my friend?” 

‘‘ To * he Frontier,” he answered, and then they went quickly 
out of the house without another word. 

It would be interesting to recapture now if one could the 
awf oJ^ sense of the moment when that staggering news reached 
\, e were overcome by it. It fell upon the whole household 
-with dreadful import. Our happy fete was turned to mourning. 

Among the guests present at my house on the 31st of Tuly 
19 14 , there were a great many artists of various nationalities.’ 

,;r Sei ?™S WaS there with her husband, Ernest Schelling 
and Mrs. Schelling, Felix Weingartner, the famous conductor 
with Ins wife. The brothers Morax, Rene the poet and play¬ 
wright, and Jean, the painter. There was Gustave Doret the 
famous Swiss composer. Also Wiwulski, the sculptor of the 
monument in Cracow, Tim Adamowski with his wife, my good 
friend and Ixusted English manager, Mr. L. G. Sharpe of Lon¬ 
don, and Miss Alma-Tadema, and many other dear friends. 

Oh ! I knew that something was in the air because during that 
month of July I had so many visitors who pointed out to me the 
possibility of a tremendous change in the map of Europe I was 
qmte aware of the forthcoming events, and the declaration of 
war did not surprise me at all. I knew it must come 
Early the next morning I went out alone and walked to the 
station, and there I saw the two brothers Morax, my Swiss friends 
living at Morges, both in uniform guarding the station. I went 
on to the Post-Office, and there I found another friend, also in 
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uniform, Gustave Doret, guarding the post and telegraph. We 
saluted—but had no word to speak on that fateful day, August 
1, 1914. 

War had been declared. The fate of Europe, perhaps the whole 
world, was in abeyance and all mankind with it. A new world, a 
new era was at hand, I felt sure, and I, too, must enter this new 
era, the era of an unexpected and fated career. " This is the end 
of my artistic life for a time,” I said to myself. “ Perhaps for 
ever. It is finished.” I realised it absolutely. My heart was 
heavy. 

War had cornel War had come to every one. 

A silent pall lay over that whole beautiful, peaceful country¬ 
side. A pall, alas, that was not to lift its black curtain for many 
years. 

Later Memoirs in preparation 
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